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P O E MS 

By Dr. SWIFT. 

O D E, 

TO THE HONOURABLE 

SIR WILLIAM TEMPLE. 

Written at Moor-park, June, 1689. 

I. 
!fTIRTUE, the greateft of all monarchies ! 
^ Till, its firft emperor rebellious man 

Dcpos'd from off his feat, 
It fell, and broke with its own weight 
[nto fmall flates and principalities, 

By many a petty lord poflefs'd. 
But ne'er fince feated in one (ingle bread ! 
'Tis you who mud this land fubdue, 
The mighty conqueft 's left for you. 
The conqueft and difcovery too j 
Search out this Utopian ground. 
Virtue's Terra Incognita, 
Where none ever led the way, 
Kor ever fince but in defcriptions found. 

Like tlie philofopher*s done, 
VQ^ rules to fcarch it, yet obtained by none. 

QiyoL.i. B n. Wc 
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II. 

W6 have too long been led aflray ; 
Too long have our mifguidcd fouls been uught 
With rules from muAy morals brought^ 
*Tls you muflr put us in the way ; 
Let us (for fhame f) no more be fed 
With antique rcliques of the dead. 
The gleanings of philofophy, 
Philofopliy, the lumber of the fchools^ 
The roguery of alchemy ; 
And we, the bubbled fooh, 
Spend all our prcfent life in hopts of golden rolet. 

III. 

But what does our proud ignorance Learning call ? 

We oddly Plato's paradox make good. 
Our knowledge is but mere remembrance all ; 

Remembrance is our treafurc and our food ; 
[Nature's fair table-book, our tender fouls. 
We fcrawl all o'er with old and empty rules. 
Stale memorandums of the fchools : 
For Learning's mighty treafures look 
In that deep grave a book i 
Think that flic there does all her treafures hide. 
And that her troubled ghofl: ft ill hau nts there fince (he dy' 
Confine her walks to colleges and fchools ; 

Her pricfts, her train, and followers (how 
As if they all were fpe£lres too ! 
They purchafc knowledge at th' expence 
Of common breeding, common fenfe. 
And grow at once fcholarS and fools i 
S AfTe 



ODE TO SIR WILLIAM TEMPLE. 3 

AfFe£k ill-mamier'd pe«buitry» 
Ludendsy ill-natUTCy inci?iHtyy 

And, fick with dregs of knowled^ growiif 
Which greedily they fwallow down, 
dll cail it up, and naufeate company. 
IV. 
CuHl be the wretch f nay doubly curft t 

(If it may iawfxil be 
To curfc our greateft enemy) 
Who learnt himfclf that hercfy firft 
.(Which fince has feizM on all the red) 
rhat knowledge forfeits all humanity } 
Taught us, like Spaniards, to be proud and poor. 

And fling our fcraps before our door ! 
rhrice happy you hav« 'fcap'd this general peft ; 
rhofe mighty epithets, learn'd, good, and great, 
i^ch we n^er joined before, but in romances meet, 
Wt find in you at laft united grown. 
Yoa cannx}t be compared to one : 
I muil, like him that painted Venus' face. 
Borrow from every one a grace ; 
Virgil and Epicurus will not do. 

Their courting a retreat like you, 
l'nle(s:I.put in Cxfar*s learning too: 

Tour happy frame at once controls 
This great triumvirate of fouls. 
V. 
let not old Rome boaft Fabius' fate ; 
He fav'd his country by delays, 

But you by peace. 
You bought it at a cheaper ratej 

B 2 Nor 



4 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

Nor has it left the ufual bloodjr fear. 

To (hew it cofl its price in war; 
War I that mad game the world fo loves to play. 

And for it docs fo dearly pay ; 
For, though with lofs or vi6kory a while 

Fortune the gamefters does beguile. 
Yet at the lafl the box fweeps all away. 
VI. 
Only the laurel got by peace 
No thunder e'er can blaft : 
Th* artillery of the Ikies 

Shoots to the earth, and dies ; 
Nor ever green and flourifhing 'twill lad, 
Nor dipt in blood, nor widows' tears, nor orphans' ( 
About the head crown'd with thcfe bays. 
Like lambent fire the lightning plays ; 
Nor, its triumphal cavalcade to grace, 

Makes up its folemn train with death ; 
It melts the fword of war, yet keeps it in the (heat 

VII. 
The wily fliifts of (late, thofe jugglers' tricks. 
Which we call deep defigns and politicks 
(As in a theatre the ignorant fry, 

Becaufe the cords efcape their eye. 
Wonder to fee the motions fly) $ 
Methinks, when you expofe the fcene, 
Down the ill-organ'd engines fall ; 
Off fly the vizards, and difcover all : 

How plain I fee through the deceit ! 
How Shallow, and how grofs, the cheat f 



ODE TO SIR WILLIAM TEMPLE, f 

Look where the pully '• tied above I 
Great God I (faid I) what have I fccnl 
On what poor cngipes move 
The thoughts of monarchs, and defigni of fbitet f 

What petty motives rule their fates ! 
How the moufc makes the mighty mountain fluke ! 
The mighty mountain labours with its birth, 
Away the frightcn'd pcafants fly, 
Scar'd at th' unheard-of prodigy, 
Expe£b fome great gigantic fon of earth i 
Lo I it appears ! 
See how they tremble ! how they quake ! 
Out Aarts the little bead, and mocks their idle fcais. 
VIIL 
Then tell, dear favourite Mufe f 
What fci^nt \ that which Aill reforti, 
Still lurks in palaces and courts > 
Take thy unwonted flight, 
And on the terrace light. 

See where (he lies I 
See how flic rears her head. 
And rolls alx)ut her dreadful eyes, 
To drive all viiiuc out, or look it dead f 
Twas furc this bafililk knt 'iVmplc thence, 
And though as fome ('tis laid) lor their defence 
Have worn a cafcincnt o'er their Ikin, 
So he wore his wiiliin, 
Made up of virtue and tranlparcnt innocence i 

And though he oft' rcnew'd the fight. 
And almoll got priority of fight, 

B3 He 
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He ne'er tould overcome her quite 
(In pieces cut, the viper flLll did re-unite), 

Till, at laft, tir*d with loft of time and cafe 
iRefolv'd to give himfelfy as well as country, peace. 

IX. 
Sing, bclov'd Mufc ! the pleafures of retreat, 

And in fome untouched* virgin drain 
Shew the delights thy iiftcr Nature yields j 
Sing of thy vales, fmg of thy woods, fing ©f thy fi« 
Go publilh o'er the plain 
How mighty a profely te- you gain ! 
How noble a reprifal on the great I 

How is the Mufe luxuriant grown ! 
Whene'er flie takes this flight. 
She foars clear out of fight. 
Thefe are tlie paradifes of her own : * 
(The Pegafus, like an unruly horfe,. 
Though ne'er fo gently led 
To the lov'd pafture where he us'd to feed^ 
Runs violently o'er his ufual courfe.) 
Wake from thy wanton dreams. 

Come from thy dear-lov'd ftreams,. 
The crooked paths of wandering Tliames I 
Fain the fair nymph would ftay, 
Oft' ihe looks back in vain. 
Oft' 'gainfl her fountain does complain, 
And fbftly deals in many windings down^ 
As loth to fee the hated court and town^ 
'And murmurs as ihc glides away- 
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X. 

In this Dew happy (cene 
Arc nobler fubjefts for your learned pen; 
Here, we exped from you 
More than your predecelTor Adam knew ; 
Whatever moves our wonder, or our fport. 
Whatever fervcs for innocent emblems of the court $ 

How that whidi we a kernel fee 
(Whofc well-compaded forms cfcape the light, 
Unpierc*d by the blunt rays of fight) 
^all ere long grow into a tree ; 
Whence takes it its increafe, and whence its birth. 
Or from the fun, or from the air, or from tlie eanh. 
Where all the fruitful atoms lie,- 
How fome go downward to the root. 
Some more ambitioudy upwards fly, 
And form the leaves, the brandies, and the fruit. 
You ftrovc to cultivate a barren court in vain. 
Your garden 's better wortli your noble pain, 
Here mankind fell, and hence muft rife again. 

XI. 

Shall I believe a fpirit fo divine 

Was cail .in the fame mold witli mine ? 
Why then docs Nature (b unjuftly (hare 
Among her dder fons the whole eilate, 

And all her jewels and her plate ? 
Poor we I cadets of Heaven, not worth her care. 
Take up at befl with lumber and the leavings of a fare i 

Some flie binds 'prentice to the fpade, 

Some to the drudgery of a trade, 

B 4 Some 
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Some fhe does to Egyptian bondage draw. 

Bids us make bricks, yet fends us to look out for fbrav 

Some fhc con<femos for life to try 
To dig the leaden mines of deep phiiofophy r 
Me fhe has to the Mufe's gallies tied, 
In vain I ilrive to crofs this fpacious main. 
In vain I tug and pull the oar. 
And, when I almoft reach the Ihore, 
Straight the Mufe turns the helm, and I launch out agiL 

And yet, to feed my pride. 
Whene'er I mourn, flops my complaining breathy 
With promife of a mad reverfion after death. 

XII. 

Then, Sir, accept this worthlefs verfe. 
The tribute of an humble Mufc, 
•Tis all the portion of my niggard flars ; 
Nature the hidden fpark did at my birth infufc. 
And kindled firfl with indolence and eafe ; 

And, fmce too oft* dcbauch*d by praifc, 
*Tis now grown an incurable difeafe r 
In vain to quench this fooliih fire I try 
In wifdom and phiiofophy ^ 
In vain all wholefome herbs I fow^ 
Where nought but weeds will grow. 
Whatever I plant (like com on barren earth) 
By an equivocal birth 
Seeds, and runs up co poetry. 
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ODE, 

TO THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY. 

Moor-Parky Feb. 14, 169 1« 

I. 
A 8 when the deluge firfl W^in to fill, 
^^ That mighty ebb never to flow again 
(When this huge body's moifturc was fo great, 

It quite overcame tlie vital heat) ; 
That mountain, which was highcft firfl of ally 
Appeared above the univcrfal main, 
To blcfs the primitive Tailor's weary fight ! 
And 'twas perhaps Parnaflus, if in height 

It be as great as 'tis in fame. 

And nigh to Heaven as is its name : 
So, after th' inundation of a war, 
When Learning's Ihtle houfhold did embark 
With her world's fruitful fyftcm in her facrcd aik. 

At the firft ebb of noifc and fears, 
Philofophy's exaltcil head appears j 
And the Dovc-Mufc will now no longer Aay, 
But plumes her filver wings, and flics away ; 

And now a laurel wtcatU ihe brings from far. 

To crown the happy conqueror. 

To (hew the flood begins to ceafe, 
And brings the dear reward of vidury and peace. 



II. Thi 
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II. 

The eager Mufe took wing upon the waves' decline 

When war her cloudy arpe6^ juft withdrew, 

When the bright fun of peace began to ihine. 
And for a while in heavenly contemplation fat 

On the high top of peaceful Ararat j 
And pluck'd a laurel branch (for laurel was the firft 

grew. 
The firfl of plants after tlie thunder, flomiy and rai 

And thence» with joyful nimble wing, 

Flew dutifully back again. 
And made an humble chaplet for the King *. 

And the Dove-Mufe is fled once more 
(Glad of the viftory, yet frighten'd at the war) ; 

And now difcovers from afar 

A peaceful and a flourifhing ihore : 
No fooner did ihe land 
On the delightful flrand. 

Then flraight ihe fees the country all around^ 

Where fatal Neptune rul'd ei-ewhilc. 
Scattered with flowery vales, with fruitful gardens crow 
And many a pkafapt wood ! 

As if the univcrfal Nile 

Had rather watered it than drown'd : 
It feems feme floating piece of paradife, 

Prefenr*d by wonder from the flood, 
Long wandering through the deep, as we are told 
Fam'd Delos did of old, 

♦ The Ode I writ to the King in Ireland, Swift 
TkU cannot now be recovered. 

i 
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And the tranfpoTted Mufe imagined it 
To be a fittev birth-place for the Ood of wity. 
Or the much-talk'd oracular grove ^ 
When with amazing joy (he hean 
An unknown mufick all around 
Charming her greedy ears 
With many a heavenly fong 
Of nature and of art, of deep philofophy and love, 
Whilft angels tune the voice, and God infpires the tonguev 

In vain ihe catches at the empty found, 
In vain purfues the mufick with her longing eye^ 
And eouits the wanton echoes as they fly. 
Ill, 
Pardon, ye great unknown, and far-exaked men^ 
The wild excuriions of a youtliful pen * i 
Forgive a young, and (almoft) Virgin-Mufc^ 
Whom blind and eager curiofity 
(Yet cujiofity, they fay^ 
Is in her fex a crime needs no excufe) 

Has forc'd tO' grope her uncouth way 
After a mighty light that leads her wandering eye;. 
No wonder tlien flie quits the narrow path of &nf» 
For a dear ramble through impertinence ; 
Impertinence ! the fcurvy of mankind. 
And all we foold, who are the greater part of it. 
Though we be of twt) different fa£^ions ftill. 

Both the good-natur'd and the ill. 
Yet wherefoe*cr you looky. you '11 always find 
We join, like flies and wafps, in buzzing about wit* 

* Sec Dr. Swift's very remarkable Letter to the Athc*- 
nian Society, ia the Supplement to liis Works* 

In. 
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In me, who am of the firft feft of thefe, 
All merit, that tranfcends the humble rule* 
Of my own dazzled fcanty fenfe. 
Begets a kinder folly and impertinence 

Of admiration and of praife. 
And our good brethren of the furly feft 
Muft e'en all herd us with their kindred fools : 
For though, poflefs'd of prefent vogue, they *ve ma 
# flailing a rule of wit, and obloquy a trade ; 
Yet the fame want of brains produces each effe«SV. 
And you, whom Pluto's helm does wifely ihroud 

From us the blind and thoughtlcfs croud. 
Like the fam'd hero in his mother's cloud, 
Who.both our follies and impertinences fee, 
Do laugh perhaps at theirs, and pity mine and me. 
VI. 
But cenfure *s to be underftood. 
Th* authentic mark of the ele£V, 
The public (lamp Heaven fets on all that's great and gw 
Our ihallow fearch and judgement to dire6t. 
The war methinks has made 
Ouf wit and learning narrow as our trade j 
Inftead of boldly failing far, to buy 
A flock of wifdom and philofophy, 

We fondly flay at home, in fear 
Of every cenfuring privateer j 
Forcing a wretched trade by beating down the fale. 
And felling bafely by retail. 
The wits^ I mean the atlieifls of the age. 
Who fain would rule the pulpit as tliey do the flage 

WonUrc 
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Wondroui refiners of philofophy. 

Of morals and divinity, 
•y the new molifh fyflem of reducing all to (cnScp 
AgainA all lugick and concluding lawi^ 
Do own cli' cnc6ls of Trovidencc, 
And ytt deny the caufe. 

V. 

'his hopeful fc6l, now it b« gins to fee 
low little, very little, <lo prevail 
Their firft and chicfcft force 
To ccnfure, to cry down, and rail, 
fot k flowing wjiat, or where, or who you be^ 
Will quickly take another courfc : 
And, by their never-failing ways 
Of folving all appearances they picafe, 
Ve foon fhall fee them to their ancient methods fall, 
Lnd Araight deny you to l)e men, or any thing at alL 
I laugh at the grave anfwer they will make, 
/hich they have always ready, general, and cheaps 
'Tis but to fay, that what we daily meet. 

And by a fond mi Hake 
erh^ps imagine to be wondrous wit, 
ind think, alas ! to be by mortals writ, 
: but a croud of atoms juAling in a heap, 

Whidi from eternal feeds begun, 
iiftling fome thoufand years till ripen'd by the funj 
They 're now, juft now, as naturally lK)rn, 
Ju from the womb of earth a field of corn. 

VI. But 
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VI. 

But as for poor contented me, 
Who muft my weakncfs and my ignortncc confefs^ 
^hat I believe in much I ne*cr can hope to fee j 
Methinks I 'miatisfy'd to guefs, 
That this new, noble, and delightful fcene 
Is wonderfully mov*d by fome exalted men. 

Who have well ftudied in the world's difeafc 
if That epidemic error and depravity. 
Or in our judgement or our eye). 
That what furprizes us can only plcafc 
tWe often fearch contentedly the whole^orld round* 
To make fome great difcovery J 
And fcorn it when 'tis found. 
Juft fo the mighty Nile has fuffer'd in its fame, 

Becaufe 'tis faid (and perhaps only faid) 
We 've found a little inconfiderable head, 

That feeds the huge xmequal fbream. 
tConfider human folly, and you *11 quickly own. 

That all the praifes it can give. 
By which fome fondly boaft they (hall for ever Hv^ 
Won't pay ih* impertinence of being known : 
Elfe why ihould the fam'd Lydian king 
i(Whom all the charms of an ufurped wife and ibte» 
With all that power unfelt courts mankind to be great 

Did with new unexperienced glories wait) 
£tiU wear, iUU doat^ on his invifiblc ring ? 

VIL Wcr 
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VH. 
fere I to form a regular thoupfht of Famt| 
/hich is perhaps as hard t' imagine right 

As to painc Echo to the fight 1 
)uld not draw th' idea from an empty namt 1 
Becaufe, alas ! when we all die^ 
arelefs and ignorant poAerity, 
ithough they praifc the learning and the wir, 

And thoagl) the title feems to ihow 
he name and man by whom the book was writ^ 

Yet how fhall tliey he brought to know, 

ether that very name was he, or you, or I ^ 

ihould I da\fb it o'er with tranfitory praifef 

And water-colours of tlicfe days : 
fc days ! where e'en th* extravagance of poctrf 
at a lofs for fi|;ures to cxprcfs 
[ens' folly, whimfics^ ami inconOancyy 
nd by a faint defcription makes them left. 
n tell us what is Fame, where (hall we fearch for it^ 
k where exalted Virtue ami Religion fit 

Enrhron'd with Iwavcnly Wit ! 

Look wlicrc you fee 
he grcateft fcorn of learned Taniry ! 
\nd then how much a nothing is mankind ? 
^fe reafon is weigh'd down by popular air, 
(^ho, by that, rainly talks of bifRing death 1 
nd hopes to lengthen life by a transfufion of breathy 
Which yet whoe'er examines right will find 
o l)e an art as vain as bottling up of wind I) 
when you find out thcfc, believe true Fame ii there. 

Far 
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Far above all reward, yet to which all is due j 

And this, ye great unknown ! is -only known in yoa. 
VIII. 

The juggling fea-god, when by chance trepaa'd 
3y fome in{lru61;ed querid deeping on the fand« 

Impatient of all anfwers, {bait became 

A ftcaling brook, and ftrove to creep away 
Into hib native fea, 

Vext at their follies, murmur'd in his (bream | 

But, difappointod of his fond defire, 

Would vanifh in a pyramid of fire. 

This furly ilippery God, when he de%n'd 
To furniih his efcapesy 

Ne*er borrow*d more variety of fhapes 

Than you to pleafe and fatisfy mankind. 
And feem (almofl) transformed to water, flame, and auy 

So well you anfwer all phenomena there : 
Though madmen and the wits, philofophers and fools. 
With all that fadious or enthufiaftic dotards dream, 
And all the incoherent jargon of the fchools ; 

Though all the fumes of fear, hope, love, and iham 
Contrive tofhock yourminds with many a fenfeltfs doul 
JDoubts where the Delphic God would grope in igi 
ranee and night. 
The God of learning and of light 

Would want a God himfelf to help liim out. 

Philofophy, as it before us lies, 
^ems to have borrow'd fome ungrateful tade 
Of doubts, impertinence, and niceties, 
. JFrom every age tlirou^h wliich it pafs'd. 
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always with a ftronger reliih of the lafh 
Kis beauteous queen, by Heaven defign'd 
be the great original 
man to drefs and poliih his untouitly^nind, 
hat mock habits have they put her iince the fall ! 
'ore oft' in fools and madmens hands than fagcs. 
She feems a medley of all ages, 
ti a huge fardingale to fwell her fiidian (luff, 
new commode, a top-knot, and a ruff, 
crfacc patch'd o'er with modem pedantry. 

With a long fwecping train 
lommentsand difputes, ridiculous and vain, 
AU of old cut with a new dye : 
How foon have you reftor*d her charms 
nd rid her of her lumber and her books, 
Dreft her again genteel and neat. 

And rather tight than great ! 
r fond we-are to court her to our arms ? 
ow much of Heaven is in her naked looks ! 

X. 
s the deluding ~Mufe oft* blinds me to her ways, 
nd ev'ri my very thoughts transfers 
nd changes all to beauty, and the praife 
Of that proud tyrant fex of hers. 
The rebel Mufe, alas ! takes part 
But with my own rebellious heart, 
yoif with fatal and immorul wit confpire 

To fan th' unhappy fire, 
ruel unknown ! what is it you intend ? 
could you, could you hope a poet for your friend ! 
0L» I. C Rather 
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Rather forgive what my tirft tranfpoit faid : . 
May all th^ blood, which fliall by woman's fcorn be (hi 

Lie upon you and on your childrens' head 1 
For you (ah ! did I think I e'er fliould live to fee 
The fatal time when that could be I) 
Ifavc ev'n increased their pride and cruelty. 
Woman feems now above all vanity grown, 
Still ^boafting of her great unknown 
Platonic champioos, gain'd without one female wile. 
Or the vaft diarges of a fmile ; 
Which 'tis a fhame to fee how much of late 
You *yc taught the covetous wretches to o*er-ratc. 
And which they 've now the confciences to weigh 
In the .fame balance with our tears. 
And with fuch fcanty wages pay 
The bondage and the flavery of years. 
Let the vain fex dream on? the empire comes from i 
And, liad they common generofity, 
; They would not ufe us thus. 
Well— though you *ve rais'd her to tliis high degi 

Ourfelvcs are rais'd as well as ihe ; 
Arid, fpite of all that they or you can do, 
'Tis pride and happinefs enough to me 
Still to be of the fame exalted fex with you, 
XL 
Alas, how fleeting and how vain, 
Is ev'n the nobler man, our learning and ou^r wit I . 
I figh whene'er I think of it : 
As aC the doling of an unhappy fcene 
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Of fome great king and conqueror's death. 
When the fad melancholy Mufe 
Stays but to catch hie utmoft breath. 
I grieve, tius nobler work mod happily begun. 
So quickly and fo wonderfully carry'd on, 
May fall at laft to intereft, folly, and abufe. 
There is a noon- tide in our lives. 
Which ftill the fooner it arrives. 
Although we boaft our winter-fun looks bright, 
And fooliihly are glad to fee it at its height, 
YctJb much fooner comes the long and gloomy night. 

No conqueft ever yet begun. 
And by one mighty hero carried to its height. 
E'er flouri(h*d under a fucccffor or a fon ; 
It loft fome -mighty pieces through all hands it paft, 
And vanilh'd to an empty title in the laft. 
For, when the animating mind is iled 
(Which nature never can retain, 
Vor e*er call back again), 
The body, though gigantic, lies all cold and dead. 

XII. 
And thus undoubtedly 'twill fare, 
^With what unhappy men fhall dare 
To be fucceflbrs to thefe great unknown. 
On Learning's high-cftablilh'd throne, 
Cenfurc*, and Pedantry, and Pride, 
Numbcrlcfs^ ftations, ftretching far and wide, 
Shall (I forefce it) foon with Gothic fwarms come forth 
From Ignorance's univerfal North, 

C a And 
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And with blind rage break all this peaceful govcmn 
Yet fhall thefe traces of your wit reroain. 
Like a jull map, to tell the vafl: extent 
Of conquefl in your ihort and happy reign ; 
And to all future mankind ihew 
How fbrange a paradox is true, 
That men who iiv'd and dy'd without a name 
Arc tlie chief heroes in tlie.facrcd lift of Fame. 



Written in a Lady's Ivory Table-book, 1691 

TJERUS.:^ my leaves tluough every part, 
«* And think thou feeft my owner's heart, 
Scrawl'd o'er with trifles tlius, and quite 
As hard, as fenfelefs, and as light; 
>Expos*d to every coxcomb's eyes. 
But hid with caution from the wife. 
Here you may read, " Dear charming faint \" 
Beneath, " A new receipt for paint :" 
Here, in bcau-fpelling, " Tru tel deth ;'* 
There, in her own, " For an el brcth :** 
Here, " Lovely nymph, pronounce my doom!' 
There, *• A fafe way to ufe perfume :'* 
iHere, a page fill'd with billets-doux : 
On t'other fide, " Laid out for fhoes"-^ 
*** Madam, I die without your grace"— 
<* Item, for half a yard of lace." 
Who that had wit would place it hez^ 
For every peeping fop to jeer ? 



ON A LA0Y»S TABLE-BOOK. 

Ill power of fpttrle and a clout. 
Whene'er he pleafe, to blot it out i 
And then, to heij^hten the difgrace. 
Clap his own nonfcnfe in the place. 
Whoe'er eipe6ts to hold Wn part 
In fuch a book, and fuch a heart. 
If he be weakhy, and a fool, 
Is in all points the fitted tool ; 
Of whom it may be juftly faid, 
He 'i a gold pencil tipp*d with lead. 



MRS. HARRIS'S PETITION. 
1699. 

T^O their Excellencies the T.ords JuAiccs of Ireland "^^ 
-■• the humble petition of Frances Harris, 
W\\o mud ilarve, and die a maid, if it mifcRrrics ; 

Humbly (hewetli, 
That I went to warm myfclf in lady Betty's + chamber, 

bccaufe I was cold { 
Vnd I had in a purfc feven pounds, four (hillings, and 

fix pence, befides farcliings, in money and gold : 
to, bccaufe I had been buying things for my Lady la(l 

night, 
was refolved to tell my money, to fee if it was light. 

•• The earls of Berkeley and of Galway. 

f L«dy Betty Berkeley, afterward GermainCr 

C J Now, 
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Now, yon mud know, becaufe my trunk has a vcfy"^ 

bad lock, j 

Therefore all the money I have, which, God knows, \ 

is a very fmall flock, I 

I keep in mv pocket, ty'd about my middle, next to • 

my fmock. J 

So when I went to put up my purfe, as God WDul 

have it, my fmock was unript. 
And, inftcui of putting it into my pocket, down it (Hpt 
Then the bell ruhg, and 1 went down to put nary Lad 

to bed ; 
And, God knows, I thought my money was as fafc s 

my maidenhead. 
So, when I came up again, I found my pocket feel vcr 

hght : 
But when 1 fearch*d, and mifs'd my purfe, Lord! 

thought I fliould have funk outright. 
Lord ! Madam, fays Mary, how d'ye do ? Indeed, faj 

J, never worfc : 
But pray, Mary, can you tell what I have done wit 

my purie? 
Lord help me ! faid Mary, I never ftirrVl out of th 

place : 
Nay, faid I, I had it in Lady Betty's chamber, that 

a plain cafe. 
So Mary got me to bed, and cover'd me up warm : 
However, (he ftole away my garters, that I might c 

myfelf no harm. 
So I tumbled and tofs*d all night, as you may very VK 

think. 
But hardly ever fct my eyes together, or flept a wink. 

i 
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a-dream'd, methought, that we went and 

I'd the folks round, 

orner of Mrs. Dukes's * box, ty'd in a rag, 

loney was found. 

orniDg we told Whittle f, and he fell a« 

•ing: 

ame Wadgar } came; and die, you know, is 

of hearing. 

1, as loud as I could bawl, do you know 

a lofs 1 have had ? 

le, my lord Colway's § folks are all very fad; 

)rd Dromedary || comes a Tucfday without 

I, but that 's not the bufincfs that I ail. 
»*, fays he, I have been a fcrvant this five and 
:y years, come fpring, 
the places I liv'd I never heard of fuch a 

the ftcward tf, I remember, when I was ar 

.ady Shrewlbury's, 

ig a<i this happen'd Ju(\ about the time of 

berries, 

o one of the footmen, 
f Bcrkclcy'i valet. 
Id deaf houfckccper. 

y- 

irl of Drogheda, who wiih the primate was 
the two carls, 
of the kitchen. ' 'f f Ferris. 

C 4 So 
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So I went to the party {ufyc^d, ^md I found her.fu' 

of grief, 
(Now you mufl know, of aU things in tlie world* I ha; 

a tluef). 
However, I- was rcfolv'dno bring the difcourfe ilil 

about : 
Mrs* Dukes, faid I, here 's^ an ugly accident has hap 

pen'd out : 
*Tis not that I value the money thifce Ikips of a Joufe* 
But the thing I ftand upon is tlie credit of the houfe. 
'Tis true, feven pounds, four fhillings^.and (iy pe>ic< 

noakes a great hole in my wages : 
Befides, as tliey fay, fervlce is no inheritance in thcl 

ages. 
Now, Mrs. Dukes, you know, and every body undci 

{lands. 
That though 'tis hard to judge, yet money caa*t g 

without hands. 
The iievil take me ! faid fh^ (blefiTmg hcrfelf) if eve 

I faw 't ! 
So ftie roar'd hke a Bedlan:^ as though I had call'd he 

all to naught. 
So you know, what could I fay to her any more ? 
I e'en left her, and came away as wife as I was before, 
Well J but then they would have had me gone to th 

cunning man ! 
No, faid I, 'tis the fame thing, the chaplain will b 

here anon. 

• An ufual faying of iicrs. 
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the €k0pkm ^ <SAn>c in. Now ihe f<;rv«nis (ky he it 

my fweetheiirc, 
'MAic he's always in my chamber, and I alwaya uK^ 

his part. 
at the iriM/ would have it, before J was avvafc» ouo 

I blumkr'd, 
rfiMf (aid I» can you call a naiivity, when a hc«iy 't 

plundcr'd ? 
ow you mu(k know» he Iratcs to be call'd parfisf likp 

the divill) 
ulyi ftys he, Mrs. Nab, it mif^ht become you tp b^ 

more civil ; 
^oux money be gone, as a learned divitt0 fays, d'y^ 

fee, 
u .are no tixt for my handling { fo take that from me t 
/as never taken for a cMJurtr before, 1 M have yuu 

to know. 
'di faid I, don't be angry, I am fure I-nevertlu)ugliC 

you fo i 
u know 1 honour the cloth ; I dcfign to be ^farfin's 

wife; 
ever took one in your coat for a cotijunr in all mj 

life, 
ich that he twidcd his girdle at mc like a rope, as 

who ihould fay, 
w you may go hang yourfelf for mc ! and fo went 

away. 
:11 : I thought I (hould have fwoon'd. Lord t faid I, 

what ihull I do } 
ave loA my mmtj^ and (hall l()fc my trut hvt too I 

♦ Dr. Swift. 

Then 
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Then my Lord call'd me: Harry*, faid my Lord, don't 

cry; 
I *11 givfe you fomething towards thy lofs; and, fays my 

Lady, fo will I. 
Oh ! but, faid I, what if, after all, the chaplain won't 

come to ? 
For that, he faid, (an't pleafe your Excellencies,) I muft 

petition you. 
The premiiles tenderly confider'd, I dcfire your Ex^ 

cellencies proteftion. 
And that I may have a fhare in next Sunday's col- 

Ie6lion ; 
And, over and above, that I may have your Excellencies 

letter. 
With an order for the chaplain aforcfaid, or, inftead of 

him, a better : 
And then your poor petitioner, both night and day, 
Or the chaplain (fOr *tis his trade), as in duty bounc^ 

ihall ever pray, 

A B A L L A D 
ON THE GAME OF TRAFFIC. 
Written at the Caftle of Dublin, 1699. 
TiT Y Lord t> to find out who muft deal, 
■*'^"*' Delivers cards about. 
But the firft knave docs feldom fail 
To find the Doftor out. 

♦ A cant of word of lord and lady B. to Mrs. Uairiss 
f The earl of Berkeley. 
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But then his Honour cry'd, Oadzooks! 

And fccmM to knit his brow : 
For on a knive he never looks 

But h* thinks upon Jack How*. 

My Lady, though (he is no player, 
Some bung'ing partner takes, 

• And, wedg'd in comer of a chair, 

Takes fnuff, and holds the Aakes. 

Dame Floyd f looks out in grave fufpenrt 

For pair-royals and fcquents j 
Bur, wifely cautious of her pence. 

The caftle fcldom fi^(iucnt9. 

Q^oth Herrics, fairly putting cafc8> 

I 'd won it on my word. 
If I had but a pair of aces. 

And could pick up a third. 

But WcAon has a new-caft gown 

On Sundays to be fine in. 
And, if (he can but win a crown, 

'Twill juft new-dye the Hning. 

«< t With thefc is ^arfon Sivift^ 

** Not knowing how to fpcnd his time, 

" Does make a wretched (hift, 
<< To deafen them with puns and rhyme." 

♦ Payma(\cr to the army. 

f Sec the verfes onthis lad yi p. 38. 
\ See the note, p. 18. 

A Ballad 
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A Ballad, TotKcTunc o^ The Cvt-puhsb *• 

I. 

/^NCE oaa time, as oW (lories tchearfe, 
^^ A friar would needs (hew his talent in Latin ; . 
But was forcly put to*t in the mid ft of a vcrfe, 
Becaufe he could find no word to come pat in t 
Then all in the place 
He left a void fpace. 
And fo went to bed in a defperate cafe : 
When behold the next morning a wonderful riddle f 
He found it was ftrangely fill'd up in the middle. 

Cho, Let cenfuring critics then think 'wbat tbey lift 
on't J 
Who lAJOuld not write verfes with fucb oi 
ajjijiant? 

•n. 

This put me the friar into an amazement r 
For he wifely confider'd it muft be a fprite ; 

That he came through the key-hole, or in at the cafemc 
And it needs muft be one that could both read 
write : 

* Lady Betty Berkeley, finding the preceding t 
in the author^ room tiniinifhed> wrote under ther 
concluding ftanza ; which gave occafion to this \ 
written by the author in a counterfeit hand^ as if ; 
perfon bad doac iu 
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Yet b0 did not know 
If it wefe friend or foe, 
Or whether it curnc from above or IhtIow t 
However, 't wa» civil in angel or olf, 
For he ne'er could have fill'd it fo well of himfclf. 
Clior. Lit amfuritigf &c. 
III. 
Even fo Mader Do£^or had puzzled hin hratnt 

In making a ballad, but was at a Hand : 
lie had mix'd httle wit with a great deal of paint { 
When he found a new help fronn invifible hand. 
Then, good Do£^or Swift 
Pay thanks for the gift, 
For you freely muft own, you were at a dead lift : 
.And, though fome malicious young fpiric did do'c, ^ 
You may know by the hand it had no cloven foot, n 
Chor. Lit anfuring, &c. 

THE DISCOVERY. 

TTT HEN wife lord Berkeley firft came here ♦, 

^ Statcfmen and nu)b expc£h:d woQdof<i> 
Nor thoughc to find fo great a peer 

Ere a week pad committing blunders. 
Till, on a day cut out by fate, 

When folks came thick to make their court, 
»Cut dipt a myftcry of date, 

To give the town and country fport. 

♦ To Irclaad, as one of the lords judicet. 

Mow 
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Now enters * Bufli with new ftate airs, 

His lord (hip's premier mini(Ver 5 
And who in all profound affairs 

Is held as needful as his f clyfVer. 
With head reclining on his ihoulder. 

He deals and hears myfterious chat. 
While every ignorant beholder 

Aiks of his neighbour, who is that i 
With this he put up to my lord, 

The courtiers kept their diftance due. 
He twitch'd his (leeve, and ftole a word ; 

Then to a corner both withdrew. » 
Imagine now, my lord and Buih 

Whifpering in junto moft profound. 
Like good king J Phyz and good king Ulh, 

While all the reft ftood gaping round. 
At length a fpark not too well bred, 

Of forward face and ear acute, 
Advanc'd on tiptoe, lean'd his head, 

"To over-hear the grand difpute; 
^o learn what Nonhern kings defign, 
^ Or from Whitehall fome new exprefs, 
Papifts difarm*d, or fall of coin : 

For fure (thought he) it can't be lefs. 

♦ Bufli, by fome underhand infinuation, obtained tl 
5)oft of fecrctary • which had been promifed to Swife 
t Always taken before my lord went to council. 
J See " The Rchcarfal." 
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My lord, faid Buih, a friend and I, 

Diijguis'd in two old thread-bare coats, 
Ere morning^s dawn, ftole out to fpy 

How markets went for hay and oats. 
With that he draws two handfuls out. 

The one was oats, the other hay ; 
Puts this to *s excellency's fnout, 

And begs he would the other weigh. 
My lord feems pleas'd^ but dill diredts 

By all means to bring down the rates ; 
Then, with a congee circumflex, 

Buih, fmiling round on all. retreats. 
Our liftener ftood a while confus'd. 

But, gathering fpirits, wifely ran for *t, 
Enrag*d to fee the world abus*d 

By two fuch whifpering kings of Brentford. 

THk PROBLEM. 

***That my lord Berkeley stinks, 
when he is in love." 

T^ I D ever problem thus perplex, ^ 

-^"^ Or more employ, the female fex ? 

So fweet a paflion, who would think, 

Jove ever form'd to make a ftink ? 

The ladie^ vow and fwear, they '11 try, ; 

Whether it be a truth or lye. 

Love*s fire, it feems, like inward heat. 

Works in my lord by ftool and fweat, 

Which brings a (link from every pore, 

And from behind and from before ; 

a ' ^ Yet 
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Yet, what is wondcrfttl to tellrit, 

None but the fiArwimc nymph can ftntll it. 

But now, tdfobrfc the natural caufe 

By fober philoft»^ic kvvs^ : 

Whether. all paflSons, when in ferthtnr, 

Work out as anger does in vermin ; 

So, when a weazel you tonnentj 

You find his paflfen by his fccnt. 

We read of kiftgs^ who, in a fright. 

Though on a throne, would fall to ftw-. 

Befide all this, deep fcholars know. 

That the mam ftring of Cupid's bow 

Once on a time was an a— gut; 

Now ta a nobler office pat, 

By fa\'our or defcrt prcferr'd 

From giving paflage to a t— ^ ; 

But ftill, though fix'd among the (lars 

D6es fympathizc witH hutnan a — . 

Thus, when you feel-an hard-bound breecli. 

Conclude love's bow-ftring at full (Irctch, 

Till the kind loofenefs comes, and then 

Conclude the bow relax'd again. 

And now, the ladies aH are bent 
To try the great experhncnt. 
Ambitious of a regent's heart, 
Spread all their chancrs to catch a f^— i ; 
Watching the firft unfa^oury wind. 
Some ply^ before, and fome behind. 
My lord, on fire aniidft the dames,- 
F — ^ts likt a laurel in the flames. 
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The fair approack the fyo9k%9g ptun^ 
To try the back^vay to hit htaif. 
For, as wlien we a g«D diicliargtf 
AUhough the bore be ne^tr fb largi^ 
Before tlie flame from muzAle buri^ 
Jud at the breech it Hafliet 4irft i 
So from my 4ord hit paflion broken 
He f— d firk, and then he fpoke. 

The Udie« vaniik in the fmother^ 
To confer notes wick one anotlier $ 
And now they atl agreed to name 
Whom each-one thought the happy dame. 
-Qyoth Neal, whate'er the reft may thinks 
I*m fure ^twat I, that fmelt the Aink. 
Yon fmell the (link I by G— <» you lye, 
<^oth Rofs, for I '11 be fworn 'twas I. 
Ladies, quoth Leveni, pray forbear t 
Let 's not fall out ; we all had fharc^ 
And, by .tlie mod I can difcover. 
My lord 'i an univcrfal lover. 

THE DESCRIPTION 

OF 

SALAMANDER. 1706, 
Pliny, Nat. Hiil, lib« x. c. 67. lib. xxix. c. 4* 

AS maftiff dogs in modern phrafe are 
Call'd Pompey, Scipio, and Carfari 
As pyes and daws are often Ayl'd 
With ChriftuA nicknamei, like a child 1 
Vol.. L D As 
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As we fay Monfieur to an Ape, 

Without offence to human Ihapc ; 

So men have got from bird and brute 

Karnes that Aimvld beft their natures futt. 

The Lion, Eagle, Fox, and Boar, 

Were Heroes titles heretofore, 

Beftow'd as hieroglyphics fit 

To (hew their valour, ftrength, or wit : 

For what is underftood by fame f 

Betides the getting of a nami t 

But, e'er (ince men invented guns, 

A different way their fancy runs : 

To paint a Hero, we inquire 

For fomething that wili conquer^r^. 

Would you defcribc Turenne or Trump ? 

Think of a bucket or a pump. 

Are thefe too low f— then find out grander. 

Call my lord Cutts a Salamander. 

*Tis well ;— but, fince we live among 

Detraftors with an evil tongue. 

Who may objeft againft the term, 

Pliny Ihall prove what we affirm : 

Pliny fliall jAove, and we '11 apply. 

And 1 11 be judg'd by danders -by. 

Firft, then, our author has defin'd 
This reptile of the Serpent kind. 
With gaudy coat and fliining train ; 
But loathfome fpots his body (lain : 
Out from feme hole obfcure he flics.. 
When rains defcenci, and tcmpcds rife. 
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Till the fun clears the air ; and tiien 
Crawls back neg]e£led to his den. 

So, when the war has raised a dorm, 
I *ve feen a Snake in human form. 
All ilain'd with infamy and vice. 
Leap from the dunghill in a trice, 
Burnilh, and make a gaudy fbow. 
Become a general, peer, and beau. 
Till peace has made the iky fcrene ; 
Then fhiink into its hole again. 
*< All this we grant— why then look yonder, 
** Sure that mult be a Salamander !" 

Farther, we aie by Pliny told, 
This Serpent is extremely cold ; 
So cold, that, put it in the fire, 
*Twill make the very flames expire ; 
Befides, it fpues a filthy froth 
(Whether through rage or laft, or bodi) 
Of matter purulent and white, 
VVTuch, happening on the ikin to light, 
And there corrupting to a wound. 
Spreads leprof'y and baldnefs round. 

So have I feen a batter'd beau, 
By age and claps grown cold as fr^ow, 
Whofe breath or touch, where-e'er he came, 
Blew out love's torch, or cliill'd the flame : 
And (hould fome nymph, who ne'er was cruelt 
Like Charlton cheap, or fam'd Du-Uucl, 
Receive the filth v.'hich he (JliFIs, 
She foon would find tlic fame ctic£ls 

D 2 Her 
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Her tainted carcafe to purfuc. 

As from the Salamander's fpue 5 

A difmal fhedding of her locks, 

And, if no leprofy, a pox. - 

** Then 1 '11 appeal to each by-fbindery 

'* If this be not a Salamander f" 

T O T H E 

EARL OF PETERBOROW 

Who commanded the British forces in Spain. 

Ti^ORDANTO fills the trutnp of fame, 

■^ ^-^ The Chriftian worlds his deeds proclaim, 

And prints are crouded with his name. 

In journics he outrides the pod, 
Sits up till midnight with his hoft. 
Talks politics, and gives the toaft. 

Knows every prince in Europe's face. 
Flies like a fquib from place to place, 
And travels not, but runs a race. 

From Paris gazette a-la-main, 
This day arrived, without his train, 
Mordanto in a week from Spain. 

A meffenger comes all a-reek 
Mordanto at Madrid to feck ; 
He left the town above a week. 

Next day the poftboy winds his horn. 
And rides through Dover in the room : 
Mordamo 's landed from Leghorn. 

Mordani 
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Mordanto gallops on alone, 
Tlie rotds are widt her lollowen ftrown» 
This break I a gictln and that a bonci 

His body i^khre as his mind> 
Returning found in limb and wind» 
Except fome leather lod Ixshind. 

A ikeleton in outward figure. 
His meagre corpTe, though fuU of vigour^ 
Would halt behind him, were it bigger. 

So wonderful his expedition. 
When you have not the lead fufpicion^ 
He 's with you like an api)aririon. 

Shines in all climates like a Aar | 
In fenates bold, and fierce in war i 
A land commamler, and a tar : 

Heroic actions early bred in. 
Ne'er to be match *d in modern readings 
But by his name-fake Charlcn of Sweden. 

ON THE UNION. 

THE queen has lately hd a part 
Of her IKTIRELY-INOLISH •heart. 
For Want of which, l>y way of botch. 
She piec'd it up again with SCOTCH. 
Ble(V revolution t which creates 
Divided hearts, united Aatcs f 

* The motto on queen Anne's coronation nMdal. 

D 3 Sot 
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See how the double nation lies ; 

Like a rich coat with ikirts of frize : 

As if a many in making pofies. 

Should bundle thiftles up with rofes. 

Who ever yet a union faw 

Of kingdoms without faith or law ? 

>Ienceforward let no flatefroan dare 

A kingdom to a (hi p compare ,* 

htd he (hould call our commonweal 

A veflel with a double keel : 

Which, juft like ours, new rigg'd and mann^i^ 

And got about a league from land,. 

By change of wind to leeward fide. 

The pilot knew not how to guide. 

So tofTing fa£Uon will overwhelm 

Our crazy double-bottom'd realm* 

ON MRS. BIDDY FLOY 

Or, the Receipt to form a Beauty *. 

'TTTHEN Cupid did his grandlire Jore intreas 
^ ~ To form fome Beauty by a new receipt, 
}ore fenc, and found far in a country-fcene 
Truth, innocence, good-nature, look ferent : 
From which ingredients £r(l tht dextrous boy 
Fick'd the demure, the awkward, and the coy. 

^ An elegant Latin vcrfion of this little po 
the fixth volume of Dryden's MifceUanies. 
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Tlie Graces from the court did next provide 
Breeding, and wit, and air, and decent pride t 
Thefe Venus cleans from every fpurious grain 
Of nice, coquet, afHi6^ed, pert, and vain. 
Jove mix*d up all, and his bed clay employ *d | 
Then called the happy Compofnion Fl^d. 

APOLLO OUTWITTED. 

To the Honourable Mrs. Finch, afterwards Coumcfit of 
WiHCRBLSiA, under her name of Ardilia. 

"PHOEBUS, now fliortenlng every ibade, 
•* Up to the northern tropic came, 
And thence beheld a lovely maid. 
Attending on a royal dame. 

The god laid down his feeble rays. 
Then lighted from his glittering coach ; 

But fencM his head with his own bays. 
Before he dur(\ the nymph approach. 

Under thofe ficred leaves, fccure 
From common lightning of the (kies. 

He fondly thought he might endure 
The fliilhes of Ardelia's eyes. 

The nymph, who oft had read in books 
Of that bright god whom bards invoke. 

Soon knew Apollo by his looks, 

And gucfsM his bufmcfs ere he fpokc. 

D 4 He, 
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He, in the old cckftial cant, 

Confefs*<l his flame, and fwore by Styx^ 

Whate'cr Ihe would defirc, to grant- 
But wife Ardclia knew his trickSt 

Ovid had warn'd her, to beware 
Of ftrolling gods, whofc ufual trade is^. 

Under pretence of taking air. 
To pick up fublunary ladies, 

Howe*fcr, (he gave no flat denial,.. 

As^ having malice in her heart ;. 
And wa« refolvM upon a trialj 

To cheat the god in his^ own art- 

Hear my requeft, the virgin faid ; 

Let which I pleafe of all the Nine 
Attend, whene'er I want their aid^ 

Obey my call, and only mine. 

By vow obliged, by paflion led. 

The god couM not refufc her prayer : 

He wav'd his wreath thrice o'er her head^ 
Thrice muttered fomethfng to the air* 

And now he thought to feize his due : 
But ihe the dharm already tried.^ 

Thalia heard the call, and fliew 
To wait at l>riglit Ardeliii's fide. 

On fight of this celefiial prud§^ 
Apollo thought it vain to (Vayr 

Nor in her prefence durft be rude ^ 
But made his leg, and went away. 
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|[e hopM to ftnd fome lucky hmirt 
'Wliea on their Q^een die Mufes wait t 

But Pallas owns Ardelia's power; 
For vows dMne an kept by Fate* 

Then» full of rage» Apollo fpoke t 

Deceitful Nymph ! I fee thy art i 
Andy though I oan*t my gift revoke^ 

I *\V difappoint its nobler part. 

Let (lubborn pride pofTcfs thee longpi 

And be thou negUgcnt of fame t 
With every Mufe to grace thy fong^ 

May 'ft dioadefpife a poet'i name !' 

Of miodefl poets- thou be fir (I i 

To filMit Ihades repeat thy verfe,. 
Till Fame and Eoho almoft burA^ 

Yet hardly dare one line rehearfc* 

And la(V, my vengeance to complete,. 

May'fb thou defcend to take renowny. 
Prevail'd on by the thing you hate, 

A Whig I and one that wears a gown f 

VAN BR U G H'S H O U S E^ 

lilt from the Ruins of Whitehall, 1706*;. 

T N times of oU^ when time wMjoungf 
■*■ And poets their own vcrfcs fung, 
A verfe would draw a fVbne or bcam^ 
That now would over-load a^team {. 

I * Sec tlic AOtCi p« 46. 

LeaiT 
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Lead them a dance of many a mile. 
Then rear them to a goodly pile. 
Each number had its different power : 
Heroic ftrains could built a tower i 
Sonnets, or Elegies to Chlorit, 
Might raife a houfe about two (lories ; 
A Lyric Ode would ilate ; a Catch 
Would tile ; an Epigram would thatch. 
But, to their own or landlord's coft, 
Now poets feel this art is loft. 
Kot one of all our tuneful throng 
Can raife a lodging/ir afingt 
Por Jove confider^d vrell the cafe, 
Obferv'd they grew t numerous race ; 
And, ihould they build as faft as 'wriu, 
'T would ruin undertakers quite. 
This evil therefore to prevent. 
He wifely changed their element : 
On earth the god of wealth was made 
Sole patron of the building trade ) 
Leaving the wits the fpaebus air. 
With licence to SuiU caftlts there : 
And, 'tis conceived, their old pretence 
To lodge in garrets comes from thence. 

Premifiug thus, in modem way. 
The better half we have to fay : 
Sing, Mufe, the houfe of poet Van 
In higher llraius than we began. 

Van (for 'tis fit the reader know it) 
Is both a herald and a poet $ 
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Ko wonder then if nicely (kiWd 
In both capacities to build. 
As herald^ he can in a day 
Repair a boufe gone to decay ,• 
Or, by atcbievtmtntf armSf devictp 
£re£k a new one in a trice ; 
And, as a poet, he has ikill 
To build m fpeculation ftiU. 
Great Jofc ! he cry*d, the art reftore 
To build by verie as heretofore, 
And make my Mufe the architect ^ 
What palaces Aall we ere£l ! 
Ko longer (hall forfaken Thames 
Lament his old Whitehall in flames ^ 
A pile fhall from its aihes rife, 
Fit to invade or prop the fkies. 

Jove fmiPdji and,, like a gentie godyi 
Confenting with the nfiial nod, 
Told Van^ hckniew his ulent beft, 
And left the choice to his own breaft* 
So Van refolv'd to write a farce ; 
But, well perceiving v^ was fcarce^ 
With cunning that de&£k fupplies r 
Take^ a French play as lawful prize ; 
Steals thence his plot and every jpke, 
Not once fufpefting Jove would ywi^f 
And (like a wag fet down to write) 
Would whifper to himfelf, a bite. 
Then, from this motley, mingled ftyle, 
Froceedtd to ere6t his pile. 

* So 
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So men of old, tb gain renown, did 
Build Babel with their tongues eonfoiuided» 
Jove faw the cheat, but thought it beft 
To turn the matter to a jeft : 
Down from Olympus' top he ilides. 
Laughing as if he 'd burft his fides ; 
Ay> thought the God, are thefe your tricks ? 
Why then oU plays defcrve old bricks ; 
And, fince you're fparing of your fluff. 
Your building fhall be fmall enough. 
He fpake, and, grudging, lent his aid r 
Th' experienced bricks, drat knew their trade 
(As being bricks at iecond-hand), 
Now move,^ and now in order fland. 

. The building, as the poet writ, 
Hofe in proportion to his wit : 
And iirfl the prologue built a wall 
So wide as to encempafs all. 
The fcene, a wood, produced no more 
Than a few fcrwbby trees before; 
The plot as yet lay deep; and fb 
A ceUar next was dug below : 
But this a work fo hard was found. 
Two a£ts it coft him under ground. 
Two other a£ls, we nay prefume, 
Were fpent in building each a room : 
Thus far advanc'd, he made a fliifcr ^ 
To raife a roof with a£l the fifth. 
The epilogue beltmd did frame 
A place not decent hcsc to mobc* 

Ko\ 
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Now poets from all quarters ran 
To fee the houfe of brother Vaft; 
Look'd high and low, walk'd often round | 
But no fuch houfe was to be found. 
One aiks the watermen hard-by, 
** Where may the poet's palace lie y 
Another of the Thames inquires. 
If he has feen its gilded fpires ? 
At length th^ in the rubbifh fpy 
A thing refembling a goofe-pye. 
Thither in hade the poets throng, 
And gaze in filent wonder long. 
Till one in raptures thus began 
To pnufe the pile and builder Van. 

Thrice happy poet ! who may'ft tjr^il 
Thy houfe about thee like a fnail : 
Or, harnefs'd to a nag, at eafe 
Take journeys in it like a chaife ; 
Or in a boat, whene'er thou wilt, 
Canft make it ferve thee for a tilt ? 
Capacious houfe ! *tis own'd by all 
Thou 'rfwell contrived, though thou art fmall :. 
For every wit in Britain's ifle 
May lodge within thy fpacious pile. 
Like Bacchus thou, as poets feign. 
Thy mother burnt, ait born again. 
Born like a phoenix from the flame ; 
But neither bulk nor Jbape the fame ; 
As animals of largeft fize 
Corrupt to njaggots, worms, and flies 5 

A type 
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A type of modifu wit and ftyle 
^be rubbijb of an ancient pile. 
So chemids boaft they have a power 
From the dead aflies of a flower 
Some faint refemblance to produce^ 
But not the virtue, tafte, or juice. 
So modern rhymers wifely blaft 
The poetry of ages pad ; 
Which after they have overthrown, 
They from its ruins build their own. 

THE HISTORY OF 
VAN B HUGH'S HOUSE*. 

TTT HEN mother Clud had rofe from play 
^ ^ And caird to take the cards away, 
Van faw, but feeoi'd not to regard, 
How Mifs pick*d every painted card, 
And, bufy both with hand and eye, 
Soon rear'd a Iwufe two flories high. 
"Van's genius^ witliout thought or lc£iure. 
Is hugely turned to arcbiteSure ; 
He view'd riie edifice, and fmil'd, 
Vow'd it was pretty for a child : 
It was fo perfect in its kind. 
He kept the modil in his mind. 

♦ Dr. Swift made Sir John Vanbrugh ample amen 
for the pointed rs^illery of this and the preceding poci 
in tlie Preface to his Mifcellanics, 1727. 
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But, when he found the boys at play. 
And faw them dabbling in their ckpy. 
He flood behind a (lall to lurk. 
And mark the progrefs of their woik ; 
With true delight obferv'd them all 
Raking up mud to bi^ild a wall. 
The plan he much admir'd, and took 
The model in his table-book ; 
Thought himfelf now exaftly fkill'd, 
And fo refolv'd a boufe to build ; 
A real boufe, with rooms, zndjfairs, 
Five times at leaft as big as theirs ; 
Taller than Mifs's by two yards ; 
Not a fham thing of clay or cards : 
And fo he did j for, in a while. 
He built up fuch a mondrous pile. 
That no two chairmen could be found 
Able to lift it from the ground. 
Still at Whitehall it (lands in view, 
Jufl in the place where firfl it grew i 
There all the little fchool-boys run. 
Envying to fee themfelves out-done. 

From fuch deep rudiments as tlicfe. 
Van is become by due degrees 
For building famM, and juilly reckoned. 
At court, Vitruvius ihey^ftf«^; 
No wonder, fince wife auibon (how. 
That beft foundations mull be low t 
And now the Duke has wifely ta'cn him 
To^bc his arcbite^ at Blenheim. 

But, 
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But, raillery for onoe apart. 
If this rule holds in every art ; 
Or if his Grace weze no more fldllM in 
The art of tattering walk than buildingt 
We might expert to fee next year 
A moufe'trap-mvn chief engineer ! 

BAUCJS AND PHILEMON, 

On thcever-lamented Lofs of the Two Yew-tree« 
an the Pan(h of Chilthorne, Somerfet. z 708. 

: Imitated from the Eighth Book of Oyio, 

■J N^ancient times, as ftory tells, 
"* The faints would often leave their cells, • 
And ftroll -about, but hide their equality, 
"To^try good people*^ hofpitality. 

It happened on a winter-night> 5 

A« authors of the legend write, 
'Two brother-hermits, faints by trade. 
Taking their tour in mafquerade, 
nDifguis'd in tattered habits, went 
To a fmall village down in Kent ; !• 

"Where, in the ftrollers* canting ftrain. 
They begged from door to door in vain, 
'Tried every tone might pity win ; 
iBut not a foul would let them in. 

Our wandering faints, in woful flate, 15 

Treated at this ungodly rate. 

Having 
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y through all the village paft, 

mall cottage came at lad! 

t dwelt a good old honed ye'mani 

in the neighbourhood Philemon ; , 20 

cindly did thefe faints invite 

poor hut to pafs the night | 

len the hofpitable fire 

ody Baucis mend the fire ; 

he from out the chimney took 25 

h of bacon off the hook, 
-eely from the fatted fide 
It large dices to be fry'd ; 
depp'd afide to fetch, them drinky 
a large jug up to the brink, 30 

iw it fairly twice go round ; 
what is wondetful!) they found, 

dill replenifh'd to the top-, 
they ne'er had touch'd a drop, 
ood old couple were amaz'd, 35 

ften on each other gaz'd ; 
>th were frightened to the hearty 
id began to cry, — What ar*t! 
foftly turnM afidfe to view 
ler the lights were burning blue. 40 

entle pilgrims^ foon aware on't, 
hem their calling, and their errand : 
folks, you need not be afraid, 
*e hut faints, the hermits faid ; 
rt ihall come to you or yours : 45 

•r that pack of churlilh boors, 
L. I. E Not 
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Not fit to live on Chriftian ground. 
They and their houfes ihall be drown'd ; 
Whilft you ihall fee your cottage rife. 
And grow a church before your eyes. 

They fcarce had fpoke,' when fair and foft 
The roof began to mount aloft ; 
Aloft rofe every beam .and rafter j 
The heavy wall climb'd flowly after. 

The chimney widened, and grew higher^ 
Became a (leeple with a fpire. 

The l^Atle to the top was hoiiV, 
And there ilood faften'd to a joift, 
But with the upfide down, to ihow 
Its inclination for below : 
In vain ; for a fuperior force 
Apply'd at bottom Hops its courfe : 
Doom'd ever in fufpence to dwell, 
'Tis now no kettle, but a bell. 

A wooden jack, which had almoft 
Loft by difufc the art to roaft, 
A fudden alteration feels, 
Increased by new inteftine wheels ; 
And, what exalts tlie wonder more. 
The number made the motion flowen 
The flier, tliough 't had leaden feet, 
Turn'd round fo quick, you fcarce could fee * 
But, flacken'd by fome fecret power. 
Now hardly moves an inch an hour. 
The jack and chimney, near ally'd, 
Had never left each otlicr*s fide : 
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The chimney to a fleeple grown. 

The jack would not be left alone-; 

But, up againil the fteeple rear*!]. 

Became a clock, and ftill adher'd ; Pi 

And dill its love to houihold- cares, 

By a fbrill voice at noon, declares, 

AVaming the cook -maid not to burn 

That roaft-raeat, which it cannot turn* 

The groaning-chair began to crawl, ^85 

Like a huge fnail, along the wall ; 
There ftuck aloft in public view. 
And, with fmall change, a pulpit grew. 

The porringers, that in a row 
Hung high, and made a glittering ftiow, 90 

To a Icfs noble fubftance chang'd. 
Were now btit leathern buckets rang'd. 

The ballads, parted on tlie wall, 
Of Joan of France, and Englilh Moll, 
Fsur Rofamond, and Kobin Hood, 95 

The Little Children in the Wood, 
Now feem'd to look abundance better. 
Improved in picture, fize, and letter j 
And, high in order plac'd, dcfcribe 
The heraldry of every tribe *. io« 

A bcdftead of the antique mode, 
Compaft of timber nt^any a load, 
Such as our anceftors did ufe, 
Was metaroorphosy into pews ; 

• The tribes of Ifrael arc fometimcs diftlnguiflied in 

country churches by the cnfigns given to them by Jacob. 

E z Which 



51 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

Which dill their ancient nature keep. 
By lodging folks difpos'd to deep* 

The cottage by fuch feats as thefe 
Grown to a church by juft degrees. 
The hermits then defir'd their hoft 
To aflt for what he fancy'd moft., 
Philemon, having paused a while. 
Returned them thanks in homely flyle 9 
Then faid, My houfe is grown fo fine, 
Methinks, I dill would call it mine, 
I 'm old, and fain would live at cafe ; 
Make me the parfottj if you pleafe. 
He fpokc, and prefcndy he feels 
His grazier^s coat fall down lus heels : 
He fees, yet hardly can believe, 
About each arm a pudding- flceve ; 
His waiilcoat to a cailock grew, 
And both aflum'd a fable hue; 
But, being old, continued jud 
As thread-bare, and as fuUof dud. 
His talk was now of iitbe^jkH^ dm^s t 
He fmok'd his pipe, and read the news { . 
Knew how to preach old fermons next, . 
Vamp'd in tlie preface and the text ; 
At chridenings well could a£i: his pert, . 
And had the fcrvicc all by heart 1 
*" Wiih*d women might have children fad> . 
And thought wliofe fow.ha^ far^o^y*dl2ft}^ 
Againd diJfenUn would repine. 
And dood up fitm for right dMnt \ 

Ft 
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Found his head fill'd with many a fyftehi : 135 
But claffic authonf) — he ne'er mifs*d *em. 

Thus having furbilh'd up a parfon, * 
Dame 3aucis next they play*d their farce on. 
Inftead of home-fpun coifs, were fecn 
Good pinners edg'd with eolbertien ; 140 

Her petticoat, transformed apace^ * 

Became black fattin flounc'd with lace. 
Plain Goody would no longer down, 
'Twas Madam, in her grogram-gown. 
Philemon was in great furprizc, 145 

And hardly could believe his eyes, 
Amaz'd to fee her look fo prim ; 
And ihe admir'd as much at him. 

Thus happy in their change of life 
Were fevcral years this man and wife : i^% 

When on a day, which provM their laft, 
Difcouding o'er old floiics pail, 
Xhey went by chance, amidft their talk. 
To the diutch-yard to take a walk j 
"When Baucis haftily cry 'd out, 15^ 

My dear, I fee your forehead fprout ! 
Sprout I quoth the man j what 's this you tell us ? 
I hope you don't believe me jealous I 
But yet, methinks, I feel it true ; 
And really yours is budding too — 160 

Nav, — now I cannot flir my fuot ; 
It feels as if 'twere taking root. 

Defcription would but tire my Mufe ; 
In Ihort, they both were turn'd toy ciu J, 

E 3 • Old 
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Old Goodman Dobfon of the green 
RenaemberSy he the trees has feen ; 
He 'M talk of them from noon till night. 
And goes with folks to ihew the fight ; 
On Sundays, after evening-prayer. 
He gathers all the parifh there j 
»Points out the place of either j^^ow ; 
Here Baucis, there Philemon, grew : 
Till once a parfon of our town, 
To mend his barn, cut Baucis down ; 
At which 'tis hard to be believ'd 
How much the other tree was griev'd. 
Grew fcrubbed, dy'd a-top, was ftunted ;. 
So the next parfon flubb'd and burnt it. 



Gn the fuppofed Death of Partridg 
the Almanack-Maker. 170S. 

TT7E L L ; 'tis as BickerftafF has guefs'd,. 
^ ^ Though we all took it for a jefl : 
Partridge is dead j nay more, he dy'd 
Ere he could prove the good 'fquire ly'd. 
Strange, an aftrologer fliould die 
Without one wonder in the fky i 
Not one of all his crony (lars 
To pay their duty at his hearfe ! 
No meteor, no eclipfe appear'd J 
>lo (omet with a flammg beard ! 
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The fun has rofc, and gone to bed, 

Juft as if Partridge were not dead j 

Nor hid himfclf behind the moon . 

To make a dreadful night at noon* 

He at fit periods walks through Aries, 

Howe'er o\lr earthly motion varies ; 

And twice a year he '11 cut th' equator f 

As if there had been no fuch matter. 

Some wits have wonder'd what analogy 
There is *twixt * cabling and aflrohgy ; 
How Partridge made his optics rife 
From a Jboe-file to reach the Ikics. 

A Uft the cobler's temples ties, 
To keep the hair out of his eyes ; 
From whence 'tis plain, the diadem 
That princts wear derives from them : 
And therefore croivns are now-a-days 
Adorn *d whh golden Jfars and rays; 
Which plainly (hews the near alliance 
'Twixt cabling and the planets fcience, 

Bcfides, that flow-pacM fign Bootes, 
As 'tis mifcaird, we know not who 'tis : 
But Panridge ended all difputcs j 
He knew his trade, and call'd it f boots. 

The horned moony which heretofore 
Upon their (lioes the Romans wore, 
W hofc widcnefb kept their toes from corns, 
And whence we claim our /boeing-bornsy 

* Partridge was a coblcr. f See his almanack. 
E 4 Shews 
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Shews how the lart of coblwg bears 
A near refemblance to iht /pierej, 

A fcrap of parchment hung by gemtit^ 
(A great refinement in barometry)' 
Can, like the ftars, foretel the weather ; 
And what is parchment elfc but leather P 
"Which an afljojogcr might ufe 
Either for almanacks ox Jboes, 

Thus Partridge by his wit and parts 
At once did praflife both thefe arts : 
And as the boding owl (or rather 
The bat, becaufe her wings are leather) 
Steals from her private cell by night, 
And flies about the candle-light ; 
So learned Partridge could as well 
Creep in the dark from leathern cell, 
And in his fancy fly as far 
To peep upon a twinkling ftar. 

Befides, he could confound xht/pheres, 
And fct the planets by the ears j 
To (hew his* Ikill, he Mars could join 
To Venus in a/pe^ malign j 
Then call in Mercury for aid, 
And cure the wounds that Venus made. 

Great fcholars have in Lucian read. 
When Philip king of Greece was dead, 
His foul and fpirit did divide, 
And each part took a different fide : 
One rofc a ftar ; rlie otWer fell 
Beneath, and mended fhocs in hell. 
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Thus Partridge fiill ihines in each $xtp 
The coblhy; zpAJiturrgaxing part,. 
And is indaird as good a fUr 
As any of the Casfars are. 

Triumphant (tar ! fome pity (how 
On ioblirs miUiant below. 
Whom roguiih bo)'s in Aonny nighct 
Tonnent by piiTmg out their lights, 
Or through a chink convey their fmoke 
Indos'd arttficirs to choke. 

Thou, high exalted in thy fphere, 
May'fb follow dill tliy calling there* 
To thee the Bull will lend his bidi^ 
By Phoebus newly tannM and dry'd : 
For thee they Argons hulk will tax. 
And fcrape her pitchy fides for wax t 
Then Ariadne kindly lends 
Her braided hair to make thee inds ; 
The points of Sagittarius' dart 
Turns to an awl by heavenly art| 
And Vulcan, wheedled by his wife,. 
Will forge for thee a paring' kttifi. 
For want of room by Virgo's fide, 
She '11 drain a point, and fet albide. 
To take thee kiiully in bitiAfun; 
And then thcJigHs will be tbirtuft, 

THE EPITAPH. 

HERE, five feet deep, lies on his back 
A cebler, Jarmtigir, and quack i 
a Who 
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'Who to i\it ftars in pure good-will 
Does to his beft look upward ftill. 
Weep, all you cuftomers that ufe 
His piUs, his almanacks, or Jboes : 
And you tHatdid your*'fbrtunes feck 
Step to his grave but once a week : 
This earth, which bears his body's print, 
You '11 find has fo much virtue in 't, 
That I durft pawn my ears 'twilljjijll 
Whate'er concerns you full as well, 
In pbjficky Jlolen-goodSf or love. 
As he himfelf could, when above. 

MERXIN'S PROPHECY. i70( 

^ E"V E N and ten addyd to nine, 
^ Of Fraunce her woe this is the fygnc, 
Tamys rivere twys y -frozen, 
Walkc fans wetyng flioes ne hozen. 
Then comyth fborthc, ich underftondc,- 
From townc of i^oflfe to fattyn londe. 
An bardie chiftan*, woe the morne, 
To Fraunce that evere he was born. 
Then ihall the fyflie f beweyle his boflc ; 
Nor (hall grin berrys % make up the loffe. 
Yonge^^ymnele | fhall again roifcarrye : 
And Norways pryd § again fhall marrey. 
And from the tree where blofums feele, 
Rife fruit {hallcome, and all is wele. 

♦ D. of Marlborough. f The Dauphin. 

% D. of Berry. I The young Pretender. § Q;^ A i 

4 Reaui 
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Reaums fhall daunce honde in honde*. 
And it ihall be merye in old Inglonde,. 
Then old Inglonde ihall be no more. 
And no man fhall be forie therefore. 
Gcryon t ihall have three hedes agayne. 
Till Hapfburge % makyth them but twayne. 

A DESCRIPTION OF 
THE M;, O R N I N G. 1709. 

"^T O W hardly here and there an hackney •coach 

•*' ^ Appearing, fhew'd the ruddy morn's approach. 

Now Betty from her mafter*s bed had flown, 

And foftly flole to difcompofc her own ; 

The ilipihod 'prentice from his mailer's door 

Had par'd the dirt, and fprinkled round the floor. 

Now Moll had whirlM her mop with dextrous aks, 

Prepar'd to fcrub the entry and the flairs. 

The youth with broomy flumps began to trace 

The kennel's edge, where wheels had worn the place* 

The fmall-coal-man was heard with cadence deep 

Till drown'd in fHriller notes of chimncy-fweep : 

Duns at his Lordfhip's gate began to meet ; 

And brick-dud Moll had fcream'd through half the (Ircet, 

The turnkey now his flock returning fees. 

Duly let out a-nights to (leal for fees : 

The watchful bailiffs take their filent flands. 

And fchool-boys lag with fatchels in their hands. 

* By the Union, f A king of Spain flain by Hercules. 
{ The Archduke Charles was of the Hapfburg family. 

A DE- 
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A DESCRIPTION OF 
A CITY-SHOWE 

In Imitation of Virgil*s Georgics. 171.0. 

/^ AR E FUL chfcrvers may foretel the hour 
^*^ (By fure prognoftics) when to dread ji ihowei 
While rain depends, the penfivc tk gives o'er 
jler frolicks, and purfucs her tai) no more. 
Returning home at night, you '11 find the fink 
Strike your offended fcnfe with double {Unk. 
If you be wife, then go not far to dine ; 
You *11 fpend in coach-hire more than fave in wise 
A commg ihower your fhooting corns prefagc, 
Old aches will throb, your hollow tooth will rage 
Sauntering in coffee -houfc is Dulman feen; 
He damns the climate, and complains o^ JpUem, 

^lean while tlie fouth, rifing with dabbled wingt 
A fable cloud atliwart the welkin flings. 
That fwilPd more liquor than it could contain. 
And, like a drunkard, giv js it up again. 
Brifk Sufan whips her linen from the rope. 
While the firft drizzling fliower is borne aflope : 
Such is that fprinkling which feme carelefs queaV 
Flirts on you from her mop, but not fo clean : 
You fly, invoke the go*is ; then, turning, flop 
To rail ; flie, fmging, ilill whirls on her mop. 
Not yet the dufl had ibuni/d th' unequal ftrife, 
But| aided by the wind, fought ftill for life, 
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:ed with its fbc by violent gtift,- 

IbtfVtl which was rain, and which wftS dufE 

ro muft needy pOet feek for aid, 

[t and reiti afc once his coat invade } 

I wbfere duft cemented by the rain 

t nap, and leafves a cloudy (liiin! 

contiguoQS drops the fldod confes'doWffy 
ng with deluge this devoted town. 
in crmtds the daggled females fly, 
> cheapen goods, but nothing buy. 
liar fpruce, whilfc every fpout 's abtoatth, 
'tis fair, yet feems to call a coach, 
'd-up fcmftrefs walks with hafty flridcs, 
earns run down her oiPd umbrella's fides* 
ious kinds, by various fortunes led, 
oe acquaintance underneath a fhed. 
lant Toiies- and defptoding Whigs 
icir fjfiidsi and join to fate their wig^r^ 
a chair, the bead impatient fits', 
outs ilin clatj«ring.o'er the roof byiitl^; 

and anon with friglKful din ' 
ler founds ; he trembles from withw. 
Troy chairmen bore the woodfcn^flcedj 
with Greeks impatient to be' freed, 
ully Greeks^ who, as the moderns do, 
f paybg chairmen^ ran them through), ■ 
flruck the outfide with his^ fpear, 
i^i«iprifon*d hero quak'd for fear. 
rom all parts the fwelling kennels flow, 

their trofdadds wiib'thMila^ they go : 

Filtlis 
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Filths of all hues and odours fcem to tell 
What ftreet they fail'd from by their fight and fmcl 
"They, as each tormnt drives, with rapid force, 
From Smithfield or St 'Pulchre's fliape their courfe. 
And in huge confluence joined at bnowhill ridge, 
Fall from the conduit prone to Holbourn <bridge. 
Sweepings from butchers* flails, dung, guts, ac 

blood, 
I^own'd puppies, {linking fprats, all drench'd i 

mud, 
Dead cats, and turnip-tops, come tumbling dou 

the flood. 

On the Little House by the CHuacH-Yj 

OF CaSTLENOCK, I7I0- 

TXT HOEVER pleafeth to enquire 
^ ^ Why yonder fleeple wants a fpirc. 
The grey old fellow poet * Joe 
The philofophic caufe will (how. 
Once on time a wel^ern blaft 
At leaft twelve inches overcaft. 
Reckoning roof, weathercock, and all. 
Which came with a prodigious fall ; 
And tumbling topfy-turvy round 
Light with its bottom on the ground* 
For, by the laws of gravitation, 
Ic fell into its proper (lation. ^' * 

^ Mr. Beaumoat of Trim. 
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This is the little ftrutting pile, 
You fee jufl by the church-yard flilc,; 
The walls iii.tuml)]ing gave a knock j 
And thus the ftecplc gor a lliock ; 
From whence the neighbouring farmer call^ 
The ftceple, Kr/ock; the vicar, * ff'allj. 

The vicar once a week creeps in. 
Sits with his knees up to his chin; 
Here conns his notes, and takes a whe^t 
Till the fmall ragged flock is met, 

A traveller, who by did pafs, 
ObfervM the roof behind the grafs ; 
On tiptoe flood, and rear'd his fnout. 
And faw the parfon creeping out ; 
Was much furpriz'd xo fee a crow 
Venture to build his neft fo low. 

A fchool*boy ran unto 'r, and thonghc. 
The crib was down, the blackbird caught. 
A third, who loft his way by night, 
Was forc'd for fafety to alight. 
And, fteppiog o'er the fabric-roof, 
His horfe had like to fpoil his hoof.- ' 

Warhurton f took it in his noddle. 
This building was defign'd a model 
Or of a pigeon-houfe or oven, 
To bake one loaf, and keep one dove in. 

Then Mrs Johnfon J gave her verdift, 
And every one was pleas'd that heard it : 

♦ Archdeacon Wall, a correfpondent of Swift's. 
t Dr. Swift's curate at Laracor. % SicUa. 
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All that you make this flir about 
Is but a ftill which* wants a fpout. 
The reverend Dir. • Rayihond gucfs'd^ 
More probably than all the reft ; 
He faid, but that it wanted rdom. 
It might havef been a pigmy's torttb. 

The doftor'sfartiil}'' came by, 
And little mifs began tb cry ; 
<5ive me that houfe in my* own hand 1 
Tbcn. madam bade the chariot ftand, 
'£%l'd to the clerk, in manner mild. 
Pray, reach that thing here to the cHild't 
That thing, I mean, among the kalfe ; 
And here 's to buy a pot of ale. 

The clerk faid'to her, in a heat. 
What ! fell my mrfftcr's countty feat. 
Where he comes every week ft6m tdWn f 
He would not fell it fbr a crown. 
Poh I fellow, keep not fuch a pother; 
In half an hour thou *\t ma/ke another. 

Says t Nancy, I cafo makt for mifft 
A finer houfeten tim^ thah this; 
The dean will ghre itte* willbW-ftlcksi 
And Joe my aiprott^f till c(f bricks; 

♦MiftiftcrofTiira. 
^ The waithigi^dmaa. 
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THE VIRTUE* 

e r 

SID HAMET THE MAGICIAITS ROD. 

'npHE ro4 WM but a harml^fs wand, 
"^ While Mbfes held it in hiy hend } 
But, foon as e'er he laid it do*wn^ 
rfwas a devouring forpcnt grown. 

Our great magieian, Hamet Sidy 
Heverfes what the prophet did : 
His rod was honed Engliih wood* 
That fenfcltffs in a corner flood, 
Till, metamorphosed by hi? grafp. 
It grew an all-devouring afp: 
Would hifs, and fling, and roU, an^ twitt^ 
By the mere virtue of his iifl ; 
But, when he Udd it daivu, as quick 
Refum*d rhc^ figure of a flick;. 

So to her midnighttfeafls the hag. 
Eides on a broomflick for a nag,. 
That, rais*d by roagick of her brecchi 
O'er fea and land conveys the witch ; 
But with the morning-dawn rcfumes 
The peaceful flate of common brooms. 

They tell us fomcthing ftrange and odd 
About a certain magic rod *, 

• The virgula divina, faid to be attracted by minerals. 
Vol. L F That, 
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Thaty bending down its top, divines 
Wliene'er the foil has golden mines ; 
Where there are none, it (lands erefl:. 
Scorning to (hew the lead refpe6l ; 
As ready was the nuandofSid 
To bend where golden mines were hid ; 
In Scottifk hills found precious ore *, 
Where none e'er look'd for it before; 
And by a gentle hofw divin'd 
How we]l a cuttfs purfe was lin'd ; 
To a forlorn and broken rake 
Stood without motion, like a (lake. 

The rod of Hermes was renown'd 
For charms above and under ground ; 
To deep could mortal eye-lids fix, 
And drive departed fouls to Styx. 
That rod was juil a type of Sid's, 
Which o'er a Briti(h fenate's lids 
Could fcatter opium full as well, 
And drive as mznyfoub to bell. 

Sid's rod was (lender, white, and tally 
Which oft he us'd to^ withal ; 
A pUuce was faflen'd to die hook. 
And many fcore oi gudgeons took : 
Yet dill fo happy was his fate. 
He caught his^, and fav'd his bmU 
\\ ^ Sid's brethren of the conjuring tribe 
^^ ^ A circle with their rod defcribc, 

* Suppofed to allude to the Union. 
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TVbich proves a magiod redoubt 
To keep mfcbiiV9US J^briis ouc 
-Sid's rod was of a laiger ifaride. 
And made a circk thrice as wide, 
Whcrt^irits throng'd with hideous din. 
And he flood there to take tbtm in t 
But, when th* inchanted rod was hnhi^ 
They vaoiih'd in a ftiriking fmoke. 

Achilles' fceptre was of wood. 
Like Sid*s, but nothing near fo gobd ; 
That downsfrom anceflors divine 
Tranfmitted to the hero's line ; 
Thence, through a<long defcent of kings. 
Came an hsik-loom, as Homer iings. 
Though this defcription looks fo big. 
That yri^/rv was a faplefs twig, 
'Which, from the fatal day, when firii: 
It left the foreft where 'twas nursed. 
As Homer tells us o'er and o'er, 
"Kor leaf, nor firuit, nor bloflbm, bone. 
-Sid's fceptre, full of juice, did ihoot 
In golden boughs, and golden fruit i 
And he, the dragon never ileq>ing, 
<7uarded eachiair Hefperian pippin. 
Ho bohby-hwrft^ with gorgeous top. 
The deareft in Charles Mather's ♦ ihop. 
Or glittering tinfel of May-fair, 
Could with tlus rod of Sid compare. 

* An eminent toyman m Flect-fheet. 

F a Dear 
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Dear Sid, then, why wcrt thou fo mad 
To break thy red like nau^ty lad f 
You (hould have kifs'd It in your difhtfs. 
And then returnM it to pur ^iftnfs ; 
Or made it a Newmarket * fwitch. 
And not a red for thy own bVeech. 
But iincc old Sid has broken this, 
His next may be a rod in ptfs, 

ATLAS; OR, THE MINISTER OF ST. 

TO THE 

LORD TREASURER OXFORD. 171 

A TLAS, we read in ancient fong, 
^^ Was fo exceeding tall and (Irobg, 
He bore the Ikies upon his back, 
Juft as a pedlar does his pack : 
But, as a pedlar overprefii'd 
Unloads upon a ft ail to reft, 
Or, when he can no longer ftand, 
Deiires a friend to lend a hand ; 
So Atlas, left the ponderous fphertfj 
Should fmk, and fall about his ears. 
Got Hercules to bear the pile, 
That he might fit and reft a whik. 

♦ Lord Godolphin is fatirized by Mr. Pope 
ftrong attachment to the tuff . See his Moral £(! 
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Yet Hercules was not fo ftrong, 
Kor could have borne it half fo long. 

Great flatefmen are in this condition s 
And Atlas is a politiciany 
A fremitr m-nifter of ftatc ; 
Alcides one of fecond rate. 
Suppofe then Atlas ne'er fo wife; 
Yet, when the weight of kingdoms lies 
Too long upon his (ingle (houldcrs, 
$nk down he mull, or find upholders, 

A TOWN ECLOGUE. 1710. 

Scene, The Royal Exchange. 

Cor YD ON. 
"VrOW the keen rigour of the winter's o'er, 
•''^ No hail defccnds, and frofls can pinch no more» 
Whilft other girls confefs the genial fpring, 
And laugh aloud, or amorous ditties ilng, 
Secure from cold their lovely necks difplay, 
And throw each ufelefs chafing-dilh away ; 
Whff firs my Phillis difcontented here, 
Nor feels the turn of the revolving year ? 
Why on that brow dwell forrovv and difmay. 
Where Loves were wont to fport, and Smiles to play ? 
PhilLJS. Ah, Corydon ! furvey the 'Change around, 
rhrough all the 'Change no wretch like me is found : 
lUas! the day, when I, poor heedlefs maid, 
Vas to your rooms in Lincoln's-Inn betray 'd j 
rhcn how you fwore, how many vows you made ! 

F3 Ye 
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Ye liftening TLephyn, that o'erBcard his love. 
Waft the foft accents to the gods above. 
Alas 1 the d^y ; for (ohy eternal fhame !) 
I fold you han&erchiefsy and lofl my fame. 

Cor. When I forget the favour you beftow'd^ 
^ed herrings ihall be fpawn'd in Tyburn Road. 
Fleet-ftreet transform'd become a flowery grccn^ 
And mafs be fung where operas are feen. 
The wealthy cit and the St. James's beau 
Shall change their quarters, and their joys forego r 
Stock-jobbing this to Jonathan's fhall come, 
At the Groom Porter's tliat play off his plum. 

Phil. But what to me does- all tliat love avails 
If, whilft I doze at home o'er porter's ale, 
Each night with wine and wenches you regale ? 
My live-long hours in anxious cares are paft,. 
And raging hunger lays my beauty wade. 
On templars fpruce in vain I glances throw>- 
And with fhrill voice invite them as they go^ 
Expos'd in vain my glofTy ribbands fhine. 
And unregarded wave upon the twine. 
The week flies round; and, when my profit's knoWBy. 
I hardly clear enough to change a crown. 

Cor. Hard fate of virtue, thus to be difbrefl. 
Thou faireft of thy trade, and far the bcft ! 
As fruitmens ftalls the fummer-market grace^ 
And ruddy peaches them; as flrft in place 
Plum-cake is feen o'er fmaller paflry ware,. 
And ice on that ; fo Phillis does appear 
In play-houfe and in park, above the reft 
Of belles mechimC| elegantly dreft. 

3 Phix.. 
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Phil. And yet Crepundia, tliat conceited fur, 
Amidft her toys; affedls a faucy air^ 
And views me hourly with a fcornfiil eye. 

Cor. She might as well with bright Cleora vie. 

Phil. With this large petticoat I drive in vain 
To hide my folly pail, and coming pain ; 
Tis now no fecret ; (he, and fifty more, 
Obferve the fymptoms 1 had once before : 
A fecond babe at Wapping mud be plac'd^ 
When I fcarce bear the charges of the lad. 

Cor. What I could raife I fent ; a pound of plums^ 
Five ihillings, and a coral for his gums ; 
To-morrow I intend him fometliing moi«. 

Phil. I fent a frock and pair of ihoes before. 

Cor. However, you ihall home with me to-night. 
Forget your cares, and revel in delight. 
I have in dore a pint or two of wine, 
Some cracknels, and the remnant of a chine. 

And now on either fide, and all around. 
The weighty ihop-boards fall, and bars refound; 
Each ready femdrefs flips her pattins on. 
And ties her hood, preparing to be gone. 

THE FABLE OF MIDAS. 
1711. 

■R^IDAS, we are in dory told, 
'*-^'*" Turn*d every thing he touch'd to goU: 
He cbip'd his bread; the pieces round 
Glitter'd like fpangles on the ground : 

F 4 A codlin, 
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A todHng) tre it went his lip in. 
Would ibrait beoome ft g^de/i pippin : 
He call'd for dtink 3 you f«w bim fuf - 
PdtiMe g9ld in goidin cup: 
His cfia^y paunch that he might fill,. 
He fuck'd his vi£biah through a quill ; 
UntouchM it pafs'd between his grindewj. 
Or 't had been happy for gold-faidirs z 
He cockM his har, you would have faid' 
Mambrino's helm adom'd his head : 
Whcne^r he chanc'd his hands to lay 
On maga%ines of ccrn or baj^. 
Gold ready coin'd appear*dy inftead 
Of pakry frruender and hrtad\ 
Hence by wife farmers we arc told. 
Old hay is equal U old gold $ 
And hence a critic deep maintains^ 
We learn*d to weigh ovar goldhy graimfi 

This /otd had got a lucfy bk ; 
And people fancy'd he had wit. 
Two gods their Ikill in muiick try'd, 
And both chofe Midas ta decide; 
He againft Phoebus* harp decreed. 
And gave it for Pan's oaten reed : 
The god of wit, to fliew his grudge,. 
Clapt ajfei* ears upon the judge;. 
A goodly pair, cre6t and wide,- 
Which he could neither gild nor hidcv 

And now the virtue of his bands 
Was loft among Paftolus' fands, 

Again: 
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Againft whofe torrent while he fwimiy 
The golden fcurf peels off his limbs i 
Fame fpreads the news, and peopk tanwel 
From far to gather goldim gravel } 
Midas, exposed to all their jeers» 
Had loft his art, and kept his tars. 

THIS tale inclines the gentle reader 
To think upon a certain UaJeri 
To whom from Midas down, defcends 
That virtue in the fingers* ends. 
What elfe by perqmfites are meant, 
^Y penfionSf bribes^ znd three per cent. 
By places and commijkns fold. 
And turnmg dung icfelf to goU f 
By flarving in the midft of (lore, 
As t'other Midas did before ? 

None e'er did modern Midas chuTe, 
Subje£b or patron of liis Mufc, 
But found him thus their merit fcan. 
That Phoebus muft give place to Pan ; 
He values not the poet's praife, 
Kor will exchange his plumbs for hqjfs . 
To Pan alone rich mifers call ; 
And there's the jeft, for Pan is ALL. 
Here Englifli wits will be to feek, 
Howe'cry *tis all one in the Greek, 

Beiides, it plainly now appears 
Our Midas too hath ajfes* ears ; 
Where every fool his mouth applies, 
Aad whifpers in a thoufand lies j 

Such 
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Such grofs deluiions could not pafs 
Through any ears but of an afs. 

But goU defiles with frequent touch ; 
There 's nothing fouls the hand fo much : 
And fcholars give it for the caufe 
Of Britifh Midas' dirty paws ; 
Which while Ht^fenati ihrove to fcour^ > 
They waih'd away the cbemic power. 

While he his utmoil ftrcngth apply 'd. 
To fwim againfl this popular tUe, 
The goUtn fpoils flew off apace ; 
Here fell a penfion^ there a plaa ; 
The torrent mercilefs imbibes 
CommipoHSy pirqutfites^ and bribes ; 
By their own weight funk to the bottom ; 
Mttcb good may do tbem tbat bame caught *im t 
And Midas now negle£led {lands. 
With ajes' ears, and dirtj bands. 

AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG: 17 

BEING THE INTENDED SPEECH OF 

A FAMOUS ORATOR AGAINST PEACE 

A N Orator difmal of Notiingbamjhire, 
^■^ Who has forty years let out his confcience to hii 
Out of zeal for his country/ and 'wamt of a place. 
Is come upf vi^ arntis, to break tbe queen's peacf, 

*The lord treafurer having hinted a wilh one eveni 
that a ballad might be made on the earl of Nortinghai 
this ibng was wrinen and printed the next morning. 

1 
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He has vamp'd an old fpeech, and the couxt^ to thck 

forrowy 
Shall hear him harangue againft Prior tO-inorrow«> 
When once he begins, he never will ftineh. 
But repeats the fame note a whole day, like a Unchw 
I have heard all the fpeech repeated by Hoppy, 
And> ** Mftakes to prevent, I 'vc obtained a copy.** 

THE speech; 

WHEREAS, notwitbftandingy I ane^ in. great paut^ 
To hear we are making a peace without Spaia f 
But, m»ft nobU Senatsrsy 'tis a great ihame. 
There ihould be a peace, while I'm Not-itt^gami^ 
The duke fliew'd me all his finehouie; andthedutoheft. 
From her clofet brought out a full pur£s in her clutches^ 
I talk'd of a peace, and they both gave a ilart. 
His grace fwote by G— d,. and her grace let a 6— t j 
My long old'fafikn'd pocket was prefently cramm'd ;. 
And fooner than vote £Qr a peace I'll be damn'd. 

But fome will cry Turn-coat, and rip up old ilories^ 
How I always pretended to be for the Tories : 
I anfwec; the: Tories were in my good graces^ 
Till all my returns were put into placis. 
But (kill I 'm in principle ever the fame. 
And ^U quit my beft friends, while I'm Not-in^gamu- 

When I and fome others fubfcribcd our names 
Ta a plot iox expelling my malh;r king James ; 

X withdrevr 
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I withdrew my fubfcrtption by help of a blUf 
And fo might difcover or gain by the plot i 
I had my advantage and flood at defiance. 
For Daniel was got from the den of the lions : 
I r^HM in without danger, and was I to blame ? 
For, rather than bang, I would be Not-in-gami* 

I fwore to the C^een, that the prince of Hanover 
During her facred life would never come over : 
I made ufe of a trope ; that '* an heir to invite, 
«« Was like keeping her monujment always 'tn fight.*' 
But, when I thought proper, I alter'd my note ; 
A&d in her own hearing I boldly did vote. 
That her Majefly flood in great need of a Tutor, 
And mufl have trnMor zjaumg Coadjutor : 
For why ; I would fain have put all in a flame, 
iBecaufe, for fome reafons, I was Not-i/fgoMU. 

Now my new beniftt&fs have brwgbt mi abotti. 
And 1 11 voce againil Peace, *witb Spain, or *witb$iitt 
Though the Court gives my nepbiws, and tntbtri, 

and ccufim^ 
And all my whole family, places by dozens ; 
Yet, ^ce I know where zfuU-purfi may be found* 
And hardly pay eighoeen-pence tax in the pound : 
Since the Tories have thus difappointed my hopes. 
And will neither regard my figures nor tropes ; 
I 'VL/peecb againfl peace while Difmal *% my name. 
Ami be a true Whig, ^hile I am Kot'tn-gmiu. 
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THE WINDSOR PROPHECY*. 171X. 

TXr HEN a holy bltck Swi^k, tbifwit ^Bshf, 
^^ With aySmr t ^ hit chtni and M/iMi } at hit fob^ 
Shall not fee one S Ncw-year'i-day in that year» 
Then let old Enghkl make good diear 1 
Wimijw I and Brifmi | then (hall b« 
Joined together in the Ltw-eomtira |. 
Then ihall the ull blick Dmfintfy Bird^ 
Speak againft peace right many a word 1 

* It 11 faidf that Q^een Anne had nominated Dr. 
Swift to an Sngliih bifliopnck 1 which wai oppofed by 
Dr. Sharp, archbiihop of York, and the dutchefs of So« 
merfeti who had prevailed on his grace to go with her 
to the queen to lay afide the nomination, which her 
majefty refufed 1 but, the dotchefs falling on her knees^ 
and (hewing the above prophecy to her majefty, the 
biihoprick wai given to another. See p. 93. 

f Dr. John Robinfon, bifliop of Briftoli one of the 
plenipotentiariei at Utrecht. 

{ He was dean of Windfor, and lord privy feal. 

§ The New Style (which way not ufed in Great- 
Britain and Ireland till 1751) wat then obfcrved in 
mod parti of Europe. The biihop fct out from England 
the latter end of December, O. 8. 1 and, on hit arrival 
at Utrecht, by the variation of tlie ftylc, he found 
January foinewhat advanced. 

II Alluding to the deanry and biihoprick being pof- 
fefled by the fame pcrfon, tlu;n at Utrecht. 

*^ Earl of Nottingham. 

And 
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And fome fhall admire his conying wit, 
Tor many good gruiti bis tongue (hati Alt. 
But, fpight of the Harpj that crawls on alifiutt 
There fliall -be peace, pardie, and war no more. 
Bot £aigbnd mult -cry alack and weU-a-day, 
If the/i^ be taken from i^tM^fia. 
And, dear Engloud, if aught I underftond, 
Seware t»f Carrots * from NortbimbirknuL 
<Utrrots fown Tbymuf a deep root may get, 
If fo be they are in Somtrfits 
TTheir ( Cotyngs mark thou ; ifbr I have been tol4 
They afi^Buu when young, and poifbu when old* 
iKo#/ out thefe Carrots ^ O thou §, whofe name 
1$ backwards and forwards always the fame ; 
And keep clofe to thee always that uame^ 
^hich backwards and forwaxds | is almoft the fa 
And, Enghndy wouldft thou be happy ftill^ 
Bmy thafe Carrots under a HiS**^ 

* The^dutChefs of Somerfet. 

^ Thomas Thynne cjf Longjleate, efq; a fenflen 
^ery great eftate, married the above lady after the 
><^ her firil hutband Henry Cavendifh earl of 
«only fon to Henry duke of Newcaftlcj^o whom it 
ibeen betrothed in her infancy. 

X Count Koningfmark. 

§ ANNA. 
I MA8HAM. 

^* Lady Ma(haia*s Buuden name wis HUl. 

EtPIGP 
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EPIGRAM. 171J. 

A S Thomas was cudgel'd one day by his wifey 
'^^ He took to the ftrcet, and fled for his life : 
Tom's three deareft friends came by in the fquabble. 
And fav'd him at once from the fhrew and the rabble ; 
Then ventured to give him fome fober advice — « 
But Tom is a perfon of honour fo nice. 
Too wife to uke counfel, to proud to take wanung^ 
That he fent to all three a challenge next morning : 
Three duels he fought, thrice ▼entur'd his lifct 
Went homei and was cudgel'd again by his wife* 



C O R I N N A. 171a. 

^T* H I S day (the year I dare not tell) 
-*• Apollo play'd the midwife's part 1 
Into the world Corlnna fell. 
And he endow'd her with his arc* 

But Cupid with a Satyr comes ; 

Both foftly to the cradle creep j 
Both ilroke her hands, and rub her gums^ 

While the .poor child lay fail deep. 

Then Cupid thus : This litlc maid 
Of Love Ihall always fpeak and write. 

And I pronounce (the Satyr faid) 
The world ihall feel her fcratcb, and bice. 

Her 
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Her talent ihe difplay'd .betimes ; 

For in twice t^ve'revc^viiig mpon«« 
"She feem'd to laugh and fquall in rhymes^ 

And all her geftnres were lampoons* 

At fix years old the fubtle jade 
Stole to the pantry-door, and found 

The butler with my lady's maid : 

And you may fwear die tale went roundl 

::She'Biade a fong, how little roiifi 
Was kifs'd and aobber'd by a lad : 

Jbid how when mailer went to p— , 
Mifs came, and peep'd at all he bad. 

^t twelve a wit and a coquette i 

Marries for love, half whore, half wife. 

'Cuckolds, elopeS) and runs in debt; 
Turns authorefs, and is Curll's for life. 

TOLAND'S INVITATION to DISMAJ 

To dine with the Calves-head Clot** 
Imitated from Ho race, lib. I. epift 5* 

f F, dearoi: Difmal, you for once can dia» 
^ Upon a (ingle di(h, and tavern-wine, 
Toland to you this invitation fends. 
To eat the calves-head with your tnifty fnendl* 

* This poem, and that which follows it, nt two 
the pennjp^irs mentioned in Swift's Journal to 8te 
Aug. 7. 1712. They are here printed from folio co] 
in the Lambeth Library. 

Sufp 



TQLAND TO DISiyiAL. 

Sufpend a while your vain ambitious hopes. 
Leave huntiDg after bril>cS| forget your tropes. 
To-morrow we our mjfticfeaft prepare, 
Where thou, our \zxAprofrly4i, fhalt (liare : 
\Vlien we, by proper figns ami fymbols, tell, 
How, by brave bands ^ the roj/al traitor fell j 
The meat (hall rcprefcnt the tyrant's head, 
Thp wine his blood our predtcejfors flicci ; 
Whilft an alluding hymn fomc arrift fings, 
We toaft, ** Confufion to the raw of kings !" 
At monarchy wc nobly Ihcvv our fpight. 
And talk tvbat fools call treafon all the night. 

Who, by tlifgraccs or ill-fortune funk, 
'Feels not his foul cnlivcn'd when he 's drunk?* 
Wine can clear up Gouolphin's cloudy face. 
And fill Jack Smith with hopes to keep his place : 
By force of wine, cv'n Scarborough is brave, 
Hal grows more pert, and Somcrs not fo grave ; 
Wine can give Portland wit, and Cleveland fenfc, 
iVIontague learning, Bolton eloquence : 
Cholmondclcy, when drunk, can never lofe his wand; 
And Lincoln then imagines he has land. 

My province is, to fee that all be right, 
GlafTes and linen clean, and pewter bright ; 
''rem our myfierious club to keep out fpies, 
Vnd Tories (drefs'd like waiters) in difguifc. 

ou fhall be coupled as you bed approve, 

ated at table next the men you love. 

aderland, Orford, Boyle, and Richmond's Grace, 
ill come J and Hampden fhall have Walpole's place. 
/OL. L G Whar- 
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Wharton, unlefs prevented by a whore, 
Will hardly fail ; and there is room for more. 
But I love elbow-room whene'er I drink ; 
And honeft Harry * is too apt to ftink. 

Let no pretence of bufinefs make you llayj 
Yet take one word of counfel by the way. 
If Guernfey calls, fend word you 're gone abroad ; 
He Ml teaze you with King Charles and Bifhop Laud, 
Or make you faft, and carry you to prayers : 
But, if he will break-in, and walk up ftairs. 
Steal by the back-door out, and leave him there ; 
Then order Squafli to call a hackney-chair. 

PEACE AND DUNKIRK; 
Being an excellent new Song upon the Surrender of 

Dunkirk to General Hill. 1712. 
To the Tunc of, " The King Ihall enjoy his own again." 

I. 

O P I G H T of Dutch friends and Englifli foes, 
^ Poor Britain (hall have peace at laft : 
Holland got towns, and we got blows ; 
But Dunkirk 's ours, we Ul hold it fafL 

Wc have got it in a firing, 

And tlic Whigs may all go fwing, 
For among good friends I love to be plain ; 

All th.eir falfe deluded hopes 

Will or ought to end in ropes; 
But tti SluiinJbaU enjoj hit 9vum a^atM. 

^ Right HoQ. Henry Boyle, mentioned twice before. 

II. 'SttA- ; 



PEACE AND DUNKIRK. Sj 

II. 

Sunderland *s run out of his wits, 

And Difmal double-Difmal looks ; 
Wliarton can only fwcar by fits. 
And ftrutting Hal is off the hooks^ 
Old Godolphin full of fplcen 
Made^A^ moves, and loft his queens 
Harry look'd fierce, and (hook his ragged mane : 
But a prince of high renown 
Swore he M rather lofe a cro*wtt. 
Than the Slueen JhouU enjoy her o*utn again, 

III. 
Our merchant- fliips may cut the Line, 

And not he fnapt by privateers, 
And commoners who k)vc good wine 
Will drink it now as well as peers : 
Landed-men fliall have their rent. 
Yet our (locks rife cent, per cent. 
The Durch from hence ihall no more millions drain: 
Wc '11 bring on us no more debts, 
Nor with bankrupts fill Gazettes ; 
And the ^eenjball enjoy her dvn again. 

IV. 
The towns we took nc*er did us good : 

What fignincd the French to beat ? 
We fpent our money and our blood, 
To make the Dutchmen proud and great : 
But the lord of Oxford fwears, 
Dunkirk never Ihall be theirs, 

G a The 
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The Dutch-hearted Whigs may rail and complain ; 

But true Englifhmen may fill 

A good health to General Hill ; 
For the Slueen no^w enjoys her eivn again. 



HORACE, B O O K I. E P. VH. 

Addreffcd to the Earl of Oxford, 17 13. 

TTARLEY. the nation's great fupport, 

**• -*• Returning home one day from court, 

(His mind with public cares pofleft. 

All Europe's bufinefs in his breaft), 

Obferv'd a par/on near Whitehall 5 

Cheapening old authors on a ftall. 

The prieft was pretty well in cafe, 

And fhew'd fome humour in his face j 

LookM with an eafy, carelefs mien, 

A perfe6l ftranger to the fpleen ; !• 

Of (ize that might a pulpit fill. 

But more inclining to fit flill. 

My Lord (who, if a man may fay *t. 

Loves mifchief better than his meat) 

Was now difpos'd to crack a jeft, 1^ 

And bid friend Lewis* go in qucft 

(This Lewis is a cunning (haver. 

And very much in Harley's favour). 

In queft who -might this parfon be, 20 

What was his name, of what degree ; 

* Erafmus Lewis cfq. the trcafurer's fccrctary. 
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If pofliblc, to leam his ftory, 

And whether he were Whig or Tory. 

Lewis his patron's humour knows. 
Away upon his errand goes, 2$ 

And quickly did the matter fift ; 
Found out that it was Do6tor Swift 5. 
A clergyman of fpecial note 
For ftiunning thofe of his own coat ; 
Which made his brethren of the gown 30 

Take care betimes to run him down : 
No libertine, nor over nice, 
Addiftsd to no fort of vice. 
Went where he pleas 'd, faid what he thought; 
Not rich, but ow'd no man a groat : 35 

In ftate opinions a la mode. 
He hated Wharton like a toad, 
Had given ^tfaQion many a wound. 
And libePd all thejuxio round : 
Kept company with men of wit, '40 

Who often father'd what he writ : 
His works were hawk'd in every flreet, 
But feldom rofe above a fheet : 
Of late indeed the paper- flamp •• 
Did very much his genius cramp : 4^ 

And fmce he could not fpend his fire, 
He now intended to retire. 

Said Harley, " I defire to know 
" From his own mouth if this be fo ; 
** Step to the Dodor llrait, and fay, 50 

" I 'd have.him dine with me to-day." 

' G 3 Swi^ . 
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Swift fecm'd to wonder what he mctnt. 
Nor would believe my Lord had fcnt ; 
So never offcr'd once to ftir ) 
But coldly faid, " Tour fcrvant^ Sir I* 55 

** Does he refufe me ?*' Harley cry'd ; 
" He does, with infolcncc and pride." 
Some few days after Harley fpics 
* The DofVor faften'd by the eyes 
At Chari»g-crofs among the rout, 6a 

Where painted monfters arc hung out : 

He puU'd the firing, and ftopt liis coach. 

Beckoning the Dodlor to approach. 
Swift, who could neither fly nor hidc^ 

Came fneaking to the chariot-fide^ $5 

And offcr'd many a lame excufe : 

He never meant the leaft abufe — 

" My Lord — the honour you dcfignM — 

" Extremely proud — but I had dinM — 

" I 'm fure I never Ihould negleft — 70 

" No man alive has more refpc£t — ** 

«« Well, I Ihall think of that no more, 

** If you '11 be fure to come at four.** 
The Do£lor now obeys the fummons, 

Likes both his company and commons ; 75 

Difplays his talent, (its till ten ; 

Next day invited cnmes again ; 

Soon grows domeftic, feldom fails 

Either at morning or at meals : 

Came early, and departed late; So 

In fhort, the gudgeon took the bait. 

My 
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My Lord would carry on the jeft, 

And down to Windfor takes his gucft. 

Swift much admires the place and air, 

A.nd longs to be a canon tli^re ; 85 

In fummer round the park, to ride, 

In winter, never to reiide. 

A canon I that 's a place too mean ; 

No, Do6lor, you Ihall be a Dean ; 

Two dozen canons round your ftall, 90 

And you the tyrant o'er them all : 

You need but crofs the Irijb feas. 

To live in plenty, power, and eafe. 

Poor Swift departs ; and, what is worfe, 

With borrowed money in his purfe, 95 

Travels at lead an hundred leagues. 

And fufFcrs numberlefs fatigues. 

Suppofe him now a Dean complete, 
Demurely lolling in his feat ; 
The filver verge, with decent pride, ico 

Stuck underneath his cufliion-iide ; 
Suppofe him gone through all vexations. 
Patents, infblments, abjurations, 
Firft-fruits and tenths, and chapter-treats ; 
Dues, payments, fees, demands, and cheats -^105 
(The wicked laity's contriving 
To hinder clergymen from thriving). 
Now all the Do61or's money *s fpent. 
His tenants wrong him in his rent ; 
The farmers, fpitefully combin'd, 1 10 

Force him to take his tithes in kind : 

G 4 And 
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And Parvifol * drfconilts arrears 
By bills for taxes and repairs. 

Poor Swift, with all his liolTcs vex'd, 
Kot knowing where to turn hina next, i 

Above a thoufahd po.unds in debt, 
Takes horfe, and in a mighty fret 
Rides day and night at fuch a rate. 
He foon arrives at Harley's gate j 
But was fo dirty, pale, and thin, i 

Old Read f would hardly let him in. . 

Said Harley, " Welcome, Reverend Dean! 
** What makes your worfhip look fo lean ? 
" Why, fure you won*t appear in town 
** In that old wig and rufty gown ? i 

" I doubt your heart is fet on pelf 
** So much, that you negleft yourfelf. 
** What ! I fuppofe, now ftocks are high, 
" You 've fome good purchafe in your eye ? 
" Or is your money out at ufe ?" — i_ 

" Truce, good my Lord, I beg a truce,** 
(The Do6lor in a paflion cry'd) 
** Your raillery is mifapply'd j 
** Experience I have dearly bought ; 
** You know I am not worth a groat ; i, 

** But you refolv'd to have your jcfl ; 
" And 'twas a folly to conteft ; 
" Then, fmcc you now have done your worft, 
" Pray leave me where you found me firft.'* 

* The Dean's agent, a Frenchman. Swift. 

t The Lord Treafurer's porter. 

HORACl 
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T 'VE often wfih'd that I liad cteat, 

-■• For life, fi5c hundred pounds a-year, 

A handfdme houfe to lodge a friend, . 

A river at m^ gkrden^s end, 

A terrace- walk, and half a rood 5: 

Of land fet out to plant a wood. 

Well, n6w I have all this aild more. 
Talk not to increiafe my ftore ; 

* But here a grievance feems to lie, 

* All tliis is mine but till I die ; t# 

* I can't but think 'twould found mdrt' clever, 

* To mc and to my heirs for ever. 

* If • I ne'er got or loft a groat, 

* By any trick, or any fault ; 

* And if I pray by reafon's rules, 15. 

* And not like forty other fools : 

* As tlius, " Vouchfafe, oh gracious Mstk'er ! 
" To grant me this and t* other acre : 

** Or, if It be thy will and pleafure, 

** Direft toy plow to find a treafurc !** i^ 

* But only what my ftation fits, . 

* And to be kept in my right wits, 

* Prefer ve, Almighty Providence I 

* Juft what you gave me, competence : . 

* And let me in thefe fhades compofe t^ 

* Something in verfe as true as prbfe ; 

* Remov*d from all th' ambitious fcene, 

*< Nor puiF'd by pride, nor funk by fplecn.* 

la 
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In fhort, I 'm pcrfe£lly content, 
Let me but live on this fide Trent ; i^% 

' Nor crofs the Channel twice a year, 
To fpend fix months with (latefmen here, 

I mud by all means come to town, 
*Tis for the fervice of the crown, 
f* Lewis, the Dean will be of ufe, 35 

" Send for him up, take no excufe." 
The toil, the danger of the feas, 
Great minifters ne'er think of thefc ; 
Or let it coft five hundred pound, 
No matter where the money *s found, 4* 

^ It is but fo much more in debt. 
And that they ne'er confider'd yet. 

** Good Mr. Dean, go change your gown, 
" Let my Lord know you *re come to town." 
I hurry me in hade away, 45 

Not thinking it is levee-day ; 
And find his honour in a pound, 
HemmM by a triple circle round, 
Chequered with ribbons blue and green : 
How fliould I thruft myfelf between } 59 

Some wag obferves me thus pcrplex'd. 
And, fmiling, whifpers to tlie next, 
** I thought the Dean had been too proud, 
*' To juiUe here among a croud I'* 
Another, in a furly fit, 55 

Tells me I have more zeal than wit, 
** So eager to exprefs your love, 
" You nc*cr confider whom you ihove, . 

' •« But 
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** But rudely prefs before a duke," 

I own, I 'm plcas'd with this rebuke, 63 

And take it kindly meant, to fliow 

What I deiire the world (hould Inow* 

I get a whifper, and withdraw ; 
When twenty fools 1 never faw 
Come with petitions fairly penn'd^ 4^ 

Dcfiring I would ftand their friend. 

This humbly ofiTcrs me liis cafe — 
That begs my intcreft for a place — 
A hundred other mens' affairs, 
Like bees, arc humming in my ears. 7^ 

•* To-morrow my apppeal comes on j 
** Without your help, the caufe is gone — *•" 
The duke expefts my lord and you. 
About fome great affair at two — 
" Put my lord Bolingbroke in mind, * yj. 

" To get my warrant quickly fign'd : 
" Confider, 'tis my firfl requeft." — 
Be fatisfy'd, I '11 do my beft : 
Then prefently he falls to teaze, 
** You may for certain, if you pleafej t% 

" I doubt not, if liis lord (hip knew — 
** And, Mr. Dean, one word from you — ** 

'Tis (let me fee) three years and more,^ 
(October next it will be four) 
Since Harley bid me firft attend, 85 

And chofe me for an bumble friend ; 
Would take me in his coach to chat^ 
And queflion me of this and tliat ;. 

As 
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As, " What 's o'clock ?" And, " How *s the wii 
. » «* Whofe xjhariot 's that we left behind }" 
Or gravely tty to read tiie linesv 
Writ undcnafcth tlie country figns ; 
Or, " Have you nothing new to-day 
" From Pope, from Parndl, or from Gay ?" 
Such tattle often entertains 
My lord and me as ftir as Staines, 
As once a-week. we travel down 
To Windfor, and again to town. 
Where all that paffes inter nos 
Might be proclaim'd at Charing-crofs.. 

Yet fome I know -with envy fwcll, 
Becaufe they fee me us*d fo well : 
** How thiijk you of our friend the Dean ? 
** I wonder wl^at fome people mean I 
** My lord and he are grpwn fo great, 
** Always together, tete a tcte^ 
** What ! ^ley admire him for his jokes ? — 
" See but the fortune of fome folks !" 

There flies about a ft range report 
Of fomeexprefs arriv'd at court : 
I *m ftopp'd by all the fools I meet, 
Aild «atechis'd in every flrect. 
** You, Mr. Dean, frequent the great ; 
** Inform us,, will the Emperor treat ? 
" Or do the prints and papers lie ?** 
Faith, Sir, you know as much as I. 
" Ah, Dodory how you love to j eft I 
<* Tis now BO fecfet'* — I protcft. 
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•Tis one to mc — " Then tell ut, priy, 

" When are the troops to lure tlieir piy }** ta« 

Ami, though I folemnly declare 

1 know no more than my lord mayor, 

They tland amozM, and think me p^rown 

The clofcll mortal ever known. 

Thus in a fca of folly toll, 115 

My choiccft hours of life are loft ; 
Yit aUvavs wilhing to retreat, 
Oh, could I fee my country feat ! 
There leaning near a gentle brook. 
Sleep, or pcrufe fonic ancient l>ook ; tj* 

And there in fwect ohlivion drown 
Thufe cares that haunt the court and town *« 



THE AUTHOR UPON HliMSELF. 1715. 
[Afi'w 0/ thtfirfi liMi are Wi^/Hfii^.] 

By an old — — — purfued 

A crazy prelate f, and a royal prude X 1 

By dull divincfi, who look witli envious eyea 

On every genius that attempt! to rife ; 

And, paufing o'er a pipe with doubtful nod, 

Give hints, that poets ne'er believe in God 1 

♦ See the reft of this fatire among Mr. Pope's poems. 
f Dr. Sharpi archbilhopof York. 
X Q^^Anne. 

4 So 
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So clowns on fcholars as on wizards look. 
And take a folio for a conjuring book. 

Swift had the fin of wit, no venial crime ; 
Nay, 'tis affirm'd, he fometimes dealt in rhyme : 
Humour and mirth had place in all he writ ; 
He reconcil'd divinity and wit ; 

He mov'd, and bow'd, and talk'd, with too much grace; 
Nor (hcw'd the par/on in his gait or face j 
Dcfpis'd luxurious wines and coftly meat j 
Yet ftill was at the tables of the great ; 
Frequented lords ; faiu ibofe that fa^ the Slueen ; 
At Child's * or Tmb) 's * never once had l)Cen ; 
Where town and country vicars flock in tribes, 
Secur'd by numbers from the laymens* gibes. 
And deal in vices of the graver fort. 
Tobacco, cenfure, coffee, pride, and pen. 

. But, after fage monitions from his friends. 
His talents to employ for nobler ends ; 
To better judgements willing to fubmit. 
He turns to politicks his dangerous wit. 

Aod now, tlic public iniercR to fupport, 
By Harley Swift invited comes to court ; 
In favour grows with minifters of ftate; 
Admitted private, when fuperiors wait : 
And Harley, not alham'd his choice to own, 
Takes him to Wind for in his coach alone. 
At Windfor Swift no fooner can appear. 
But St. John comes and whifpers in his ear : 

* Coffcc-houfcs much frequented by the Clergy. 

I ' The 
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The waiters ftand in ranks ; the yeomen cry, 
Make room, as if a duke were pafling by. 

Now Finch * alarms the lords : he hears for certaiji 
This dangerous prieft is got behind the curtain. 
Finch, fam*d for tedious elocution, proves 
That Swift oils many a fpring which Harley moves. 
Walpole and Aiflabie f, to clear the doubt^ 
Inform the Commons, that the fecret *s out : 
" A certain do£lor is obfcrv'd of late 
•* To haunt a certain minifter of (late : 
" From whence with half an eye we may difcover 
** The peace is made, and Pcrkin muft come over." 

York is from Lambeth fent, to fhew the Q^een 
A dangerous treatife | writ againd the fpleen ; 
Which, by the ilyle, the matter, and the drift, 
'Tis thought could be the work of none but Swtfu 
Poor York ! the harmlefs tool of others hate { 
He fues for pardon ||, and repents too late. 

Now, angrj Somerfet § her vengeance vows 
On Swift's reproaches for her * ♦ * * ♦ 
From her red locks her mouth with venom fills $ 
And thence into the royal ear inilills. 
The Queen incens*d, his fervices forgot^ 
Leaves him a vi6lim to the vengeful Scot f . 

* The earl of Nottingham, See above, p. 76. 

+ They both fpoke againft him in the H. of C. 

J Tale of a Tub. 

g He fent a melTagc, to aik Swift's pardon. 

§ See the Windfor Prophecy, p. 78. 

i The duke of Argyll, 

Now 
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Now through the realm a proclamation fpread. 
To fix a price on his devoted head ^. 
"While innocent, he fcorns ignoble flight; 
His watchful friends prcferve him by a fleight. 

By Harley*s favour once again he fhines j 
Is npw carcfs*d by candidate divines, 
Who change opinions with the changing fcene-: 
Lord ! how were they miftaken in the Dean ! 
Now Delawarr f aggin familiar grows ; 
And in Swift's car thru (Is half his powder'd noO 
The Scottifh nation, whom he durft offend, 
Again apply that Swift would be tlieir friend J. 

■By f*Qdon tir'd, with grief lie waits a while, 
•His great contending friends to reconcile, 
Performs what friendfliip, juftjce, truth, require 
"What could he mpce, but decently retire ? 

T H E ; F A G GOT. 

Written when the Miniiliy were at Variance, 

r\ B SE R VE the dying father fpeak : 
^^ Try, 1^$, can you this bundle break ? 
Then bids the ypupgeft of tlie fix 
Take up a well- bound heap of flicks. 

• Tor writing « The Public Spirit of the W 

f Then lord treafufer of the houfehold, whoca 

avoided Swift wMlA the proclamation was impc; 

X He was vifited by the Scotch lords more tb 



the; faggot. 



tr 



They tliought it was an old man's maggot; 

And ftrove by turns to break the faggot : 

In vain ; the complicated wands 

Were much too (Irong for all their hands. 

See, faid the fire, how foon 'tis done : 

Then took and broke them one by one. 

So ftrong you 'U be, in friendfhip ty*d j 

"So quickly broke, if you divide. 

Keep dole then, boys, and never quarrel : 

Here ends the fable and the moral. 

This Talc may be apply'd in few words 
To treafurers, comptrollers, ftewards j 
And others who in folemn fmt 
Appear with flendcr wands at court ; 
Not firmly join'd to keep their ground. 
But la/hing one another round : 
While wife men think they ought to fight 
With quarter -fi off iy inftead of ^ovA//^} 
Or conftable '^'\i\\Jfaff of peace 
Should come and make the clattering ceafe ; 
Which now difturbs the Queen and court, 
And gives the Whigs and rabble fport. 

In hiflory we ftever found 
The Confuls' Fafccs were unbound : 
Thofe Romans were too wife to think on % 
Except to lafli fome grand delinquent. 
How would they blufli to hear it faid. 
The Praetor broke the Confuls head ! 
Or Conful, in his purple gown. 
Came up, and knock'd the Praetor down ! 

Vol. I. H Come, 
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Come, Courtiers : every man his (lick ! 
■Lord Treafurcr, for once be quick : 
And, that they may the clofer clings 
Take your blue ribbon for a ftring. 
Come, trimming Harcourt *, bring your r 
And fqueeze it in, or quit your place : 
Difpatch, or elfe ^hat rafcal Northcy f 
Will undertake to do it for thee : 
And, l)e aflur'd, the Court will find him 
Prcpar'd to leap o'er fiicki^ or bind them. 

To make the bundle (Irong and fafe, 
Great Ormond, lend thy General's ftatf : 
And, if the Crofier could be cramm'd in, 
A fig for Lechmerc, King, and Hambden 
You '11 then defy the ftrongeft Whig 
With both his hands to bend a twig ; 
Though with united (Irength they all pull, 
•From Somers down to Craggs and Walpol 

CATULLUS DE LESB 

T E S B I A for ever on me rails, 
•*-* To talk of mc fhe never fails. 
Now, hang mc but for all her art, 
1 find, that I have gain'd her heart. 
My proof is thus : I plainly fee, 
The cafe is juft the fame with mc ; 
I curfe her every hour finccrcly, 
Tct, hang me but I love her dearly. 

♦ Loi*d Chancellor. 

^ Sir Edwaid Norihey, Attorney Gcnci 
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EPIGRAM. From the French *• 

TXT H O can believe with common fenfe, 

^ ^ A bacon-flicc gives God offence j 
'Or, how a herring hath a charm 
Almighty vengeance to difarm ? 
Wrapt up in Majcfty divine. 
Does he rcgard-on what we dine? 

*0n a CURATE'S Complaint of Hard Duty. 

T MARCH'D three miles through fcordiing fand, 

With zeal; in heart, and notes in hand : 
I rode four more to Great St. Mary, 
Wing four legs, when two were weary: 
To three fair virgins I did tie men. 
In the clde bands of pleafing Hymen : 
I dipp'd two babes in holy water, 
And purify M their mother after. 
'Within an hour and eke a half, 
Iprcach'd three congregations deaf; 
Where thundering out, with lungs long-winded, 
•I chopp'd fo faft,^that few there minded. 
My emblem, the laborious fun, 
Saw all thefe mighty labours done 
Before one race of his was run. 
All this perform 'd by Robert Hewit : 
What monal elfe could &*er go through it ! 

♦ Written extempore by a gentleman who was re- 
proved by fome <jf his companions for eating eggs and 

Wcon<on a f aft-day. 

H 2 A True 
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A True and Faithful Inventory of the Goods 

belonging to Dr. SWI FT, Vicar of L ar acq r ; 

Upon lending his Houfe to the Bjfliop of Mbath, 

till his Palace was re-builr. 

A N oaken, broken clbow>chair ; 
•^•^ A cawdlc-cup, without an ear; 
A battcr*d, (hatter*d alh bcdltcad ; 
A box of deal, w-ithoiu a lid ; 
A pair of tongs, but out of joint ; 
A back-fword poker, without point; 
A pot that 's ciackM acrofs, arbund 
With an old knotted garter bound; 
An iron lock, without a key ; 
A wig, with hanging, quite grown grey ; 
A curtain worn to half a ftripc ; 
A pair of IjcHows, without pipe; 
A difli which might good meat afford oncc; 
An Ovid, and an old Concordance ; 
A bottle-bottom, wooden platter. 
One is for meal, and one for water : 
There likewife is a copper fliillet. 
Which runs as fad out as you fill it ; 
A candleflick, fnuff-diih, and fave-ill: 
And thus his houfhoM-goods you have all, 
Thefe to your Lordfeip, as a friend, 
Till you have built,, I freely lend : 
They *11 fer\'e your Lordfhip for a (hifl ; 
Why not, as well as Do6lor Swift ? 

4 CADE- 
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CADRNUS AND VANESSA*- 
Wiiitcn at VVimlfor, J71J. 

'TpHK fhcphcnh ami the nympbt were feen 
-*■ Plcatlinii; liefoic the Cyprian Q^ecn. 

The couufcl tor the fair hcj»;an, 

Acculinf^ rhc falfc crcatuic matt. 

The brief with \rcij;hty crhncs wm chirg'd, 5 

On whii'h the plcudci much cnlargM; 

That Cupiil now has h)(\ Wu art, 

Or l)lunts x\\c p->iiu of cvciy (iait s— 

His altar now no lonf^;tr I'mokcs, ^ 

His in<»rhci's ;iitl no vouih invokes : i X 

'I'liis r.-inptb ficcihinkfs to icfinc. 

And hull;; in doubt tbi;ir powtis ilivinci 

Now K)vc is ilwiiidliil to inirij>[uc, 

And iniin'u^'c ^^lown a money -league, » 

Wbi«.h iiin»..s atoiifaid (nvith hrr kavt) 1 

Were (as bt humhly M iotntive) 

Ak^air.ll our (nv\ivip;n laiK't, |)ca*.c, 

A^^ainll ibi- n.ifutc in that cafe, 

A^aiiill her di'.!;niiy anil crown 1 / 

'J'b' n p ayM U'l anfwfr, and fat down. r- 

The mt.'if<bs witli fi'om btdudd tb(*ir foes : 

When ibc Jji'NilanVs cou.:fcl lofc, 

♦ Founded on 'an oftcr of n»ajriai;c made by Mifs 
/anlK)mn{.;ii to Dr. Swih, wiu) wati occalioually htr 
ucccptor. Tlic lady'» utdmppy Uory Ib wgll kuown. 

11 3 Ahil, 
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And, what no lawyer ever lack'd, 
With impudence own*d all the fa6l: ; 
But, what the gcntlcft heart would vex, 
Laid all the fault on t'other fcx. 
That modern love is no fuch thing 
As what thofe ancient poets (ing ; 
A fire celeflial, chafle, reiin'd, 
ConccivM and kindled in the raind ; 
Wliich, having found an equal flame,. 
Unites, and hoth hecome the fame. 
In ditFerent breafts together burn, 
Together both to afhes turn. 
But women now feel no fuch fire. 
And only know the grofs defire. 
Their paflions move in lower fpheres,. 
Where'er caprice or folly fleers. . 
A dog, a parrot, or an ape j . 
Or fome worfc brute in human Ihape, . 
Ingrofe the fancies of the fair, 
The few foft moments tliey can fpare,^. 
From vifits to receive and pay j 
From fcandal, politicks, and play; 
From fans, and flounces, and brocades,.. 
From equipage and park -parades, 
From all the thoufand female toys,. 
From every trifle that employs 
The out or infide of their heads, 
Between their toilets and their beds. 

In a dull fVream, which moving flow, 
Yott hardly iee the current flow j 
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If a fmall breeze obftnift the courfc, 

It whirls about, for want of force,. 

And in its narrow circle gathers 55 

l^othing'but chatf, and draws, and feather*. 

The current of a female mind 

Slops thus, and turns with every wind ; 

Thus whirling round together draws 

Fools, fops, and rakes, for chaff and flraws. 6« 

Hence we conclude, no womens hearts 

Arc won by virtue, wit, and parts : 

Nor* are the men of fenfe to blame. 

For breafts^ incapable of flame ; 

The fault muft on the nymphs be plac*d, 65 

Grown fo cdrrupted in their tafle. 

The pleader, having fpoke his befl. 
Had witnefs ready to attefV, 
Who fairly could on oath depofe,. 
When queflions on the faft arofe,. 70 

That every article was true ; 
If or further tbofe deponents inenv ;— - 
Therefore he humbly would infift, 
The bill might be with cofls difmifs*d. 
The caufe appeared of fo much weight, 75 

That Venus, from her judgement-feat,. 
Defir'd them not to talk fo loud, 
£lfe ihe mufl interpofe a cloud : 
For, if the heavenly folk fliould know. 
Thcfe pleadings in the courts beioiv, 80 

That mortals here difdsun to love. 
She ne^ could ihew her face above y. 

H 4. For 
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For gods, their betters, arc too wife 
To value that which men defpife. 
And then, faid (he, my fon and I 
Muft droll in air, 'twixt land and (ky ; 
Or elfe, (hut out from heaven and earthy 
Fly to the fea, my place of birth ; 
There live, wiih daggled mermaids pent^ 
And keep on fi(h perpetual Lent. 

But, fince the cafe appeared fo nicc^ 
She thought it be ft to take advice^ 
The Mufes, by their King's permi(!ion, 
Though foes to love, attend the fedion. 
And on the right hand took their places 
In order J on the left, the Graces : 
To whom (he might her doubts propofc 
On all emergencies that rofc. 
The Mufes oft' were fcen to frown ; 
The Graces half-a(ham'd look <iown ; , 
And 'twas obferv'd, there were but few 
Of either fex among the crew, 
"Whom (he or her aifelTors knew. 
The goddefs foon began to fee,. 
Things were not ripe for a decree ; 
And faid, (he muft confult her books, 
The lovers^ Fletas, Braftons, Cokes. 
Firft to a dapper clerk (he beckon*d 
To turn to Ovid, book the fecond ; 
She then referr'd them to a place 
n Virgil {^*v'uU Dido*s cafe) : 
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As for TibuUus's reports, 

They never pafs'd for law in courts : 

For Cowley's briefs, and pleas of Waller, 

Still their authority was fmaller. 115 

There was on both (ides much to fay i. 

She *d hear the caufe another day. 

And fo (he did ; and then a third 

She heard it— there fhe kept her word : 

But, with rejoinders or replies, 129 

Long bills, and anfwers (VufTd with lies. 

Demur, imparlance, and eifotgn, 

The parties ne'er could ilfue join t 

For fixteen years the caufe was fpun. 

And then flood where it firft begun. 1 1 5 

Now, gentle Clio, iing or fay, 

What Venus meant by this delay. 

The goddefs, much perplex'd in mind 

To fee her empire thus declin'd. 

When firft this grand debate arofe,. 13a 

Above her wifdom to compofe, 

Conceiv'd a proje£l in her head 

To work her ends ; which, if it fped^ 

Would fhew the merits of the caufe 

Far better than confulting laws. 135 

In a glad hour Lucina's aid 
Produced on earth a wondrous maid. 
On whom the Queen of Love was bent 
To try a new experiment. 

She threw her law- hooks on the fhelf,, r4^ 

An4^us debated witli herfelf. 

Since 
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Since men alledge, they ne*er can find 
Thofe beauties in a female mind, 
Which raife a flame that will endure 
For ever uncomipt and pure ; 
If 'tis with reafon they complain. 
This infant (hall reftore my reign. 
1*11 fearch where every virtue dwells. 
From courts inclufive down to cells : 
What preachers talk, or fages write; 
Thefe I' will gather and unite. 
And reprcfent them to mankind 
Colle6ted in that infant's mind. 

This faid, (he plucks in heaven's high bower 
A fprig of amaranthim flower8> 
In ne6tar thrice infufes bays,. 
Three times refin'd in Titan's rays ; 
Then calls the Graces to her add. 
And fprinklcs thrice the new-bom maid : 
From whence the tender (kin aiTumes 
A fweetnefs above all perfumes : 
From whence a cleanlinefs remains, 
Incapable of outward flains : 
From whence that decency of mind, 
So lovely in the female kind, 
Where not one carelefs thought intrudes, 
Lefs modeil than the fpeech of prudes; 
Where never blufh was call'd in aid, 
That (purious virtue in a maid, 
A virtue but at fecond-hand ; 
They blulb, becaufe tbey undcrftaod. 
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The Graces next would z6k their part, 
And ihcw*d but little of their art ; 
Their work was half already done, 
The child with native beauty ihone j 175 

The outward form no help required : 
Each, breathing on her thrice, infpir'd 
That g«ntte; foft, engaging air, 
Which in old times adorned the fair : 
And faid, "Vanefla be the name 18a 

** By which thou ihalt be known to fame; 

** Vanefla, by the gods inroll'd : 

<• Her name: on earth (hall not be told.** 
But ftill tlie work was not complete ; 

When Venu£ thought on a deceit, 185 

Drawn by her doves> away (be flies, 

And finds out Pallas in the ikies. 

Dear Pallas, I have been this mora- 

To fee a lovely infant born ; 

A boy in yonder ifle below, j^o 

So like my own without his bow, 

By beauty eould your heart be won, 

You 'd f wear it is Apc^lo'S fon : 

But it fball ne'er be faid, a chiM 

So hopeful 'has by me been fpoilM j 19 J 

I have enough befides to fpare. 

And give him wholly ta your care. 
Wifdom 's above fufpc^ing wiles : 

The Q^een of Learning gravely fmilcs. 

Down from Olympus comes with joy, aoo 

Miftakes VanelTa for a boy ; 

Then 



40 S 



iio 



v.Ker tender mind 

The teeds ot "^^ . jued 
„e.foulwasfudd«ly „^i,,ae; 
^VUMulUce.-^^»obrc..V.c*nfta.», 

Vr,A l»o'>°'!'' ^„ft attack in vam ; 

-With open ^'"^*^,ft,„d; 

3,tPaU«^=^r::;„cr«ed.,s. 
Shekuew.inourd^^ ^^^„^, 

Thatine^muft^ t,„„ght, 

She therefore. «po»f,,,Uh, 

some fmanreg«d^^„p,,, ere fta.d 

A tioaute m the p ^.^^ ^^^^^ 

Shemanag<ll^"/'^^^^^ohercha.r. 
?,, UVa three toottn-.^^,,,i,, 

Jv,,ayoungUe>^* ^^„,Ubefpo.ld) ^ 

(For fear young tnaft^duld, 
WouW ule ^^>«> ^'^'^^ *; •„„ found 
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That every rich and lordly fwain 
With pride would drag about her chain j 
That fcholars would forfake their books> 
To ftudy bright Vaneffa's looks ; 235 

As Ihe advanc'd, that womankind 
Would by her model form their mind. 
And all theh- conduft would be try*d 
By her, as an unerring guide j 
Offending daughters oft' would hear 240 

Vanefla's praifc- rung in their car : 
Mifs Betty, when Ihe does a fault, 
Lets fall her knife, or fpills the fait. 
Will thus be by her mother chid, 
" *Tis what Vanefla never did !" 145 

Thus by the nymphs and fvvains ador'd. 
My power fhall be again reftor'd, 
And happy lovers blefs my reign- 
So Venus hop'd, but hop'd in vain. 

For when in time the Martial Maid 150 

Found out the trick that Venus play'd, 
She (hakes her helm, fhe knits her brows. 
And, fir'd with indignation, vows, 
To-morrow, ere the fetting fun, 
She *d all undo that fhe had done. 

But in the poets we may find 
A wholefome law, time out of mind. 
Had been confirm 'd by Fate's decree, 
That gods, of wliatfoe'er degree, 
Refume not what themfelves have given, 260 

Or any brother-god in heaven -, 

Which 
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Which keeps the peace among the gods, 

^Or they muil aWays be at odds : 
And Pallas, if (he broke the laws, 
^utl yield her foe the (Ironger caufe ; 
A ihame to one fo much ador'd 
For wifdom at Jove's council-board. 
Bcfides, (he fear'dthe Q^j^een of Love 
Would meet with better friends above. 
And though Ihe muft with grief refle£b, 

*To fee a mortal virgin deck'd 
With graces hitherto unknown 
To female breads, except her owni 
Yet (he would a£k as bed- became 
.A goddefs of unfpotted fame. 
She knew, by augury divine, 
Venus would fail in her defign : 
She fludy'd well the point, and found 
Her foe*s concluiions were not found, 

i-From premiffes erroneous brought. 
And therefore the deduction 's nought. 
And muft Ixave contrary cfFe6ls, 
To what her treacherous foe exped^s. 

In proper fcafon Pallas meets 
The Queen of Love, whom thus fhe greets 
(For gods, we are by Homer told, 

•Can in celedial language fcold) : 

perfidious goddefs 1 but in vain 
- You formed this proje6i: in your brain i 

J^. proje£l for thy talents fit. 
With much deceit and little wit* 
2 
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Thou haft, as thou (halt quickly fee, 
I>eceivM thyfclf, iuftead of me : 
For how can heavenly wiftlom prove 
JVn inftrument to earthly love ? 295 

TK.no vv 'ft thou not yet, that men commence 
Thy votaries, for want of fenfe? 
Nor (hall Yancfla be the theme 
To manage thy abortive fcheme : 
She '11 prove the greateft of thy foes ; jo^ 

And yet I fcorn to interpofe. 
But, ufing neither (kill nor force. 
Leave all things to their natural courfe. 

The goddtfs thus pronounc'd her doom : 
When lo ! Vanefla in her bloom j©- 

' Advanced, like Atalanta's ftar. 
But rarely feen, and feen from far : 
In a new world with caution ftept, 
Watch'd all the company (he kept. 
Well kpowing, from the books ihe read, 3x0 

What dangerous paths young virgins tread : 
Would feldom at the Park appear, 
Nor faw the play-houfe twice a year ; 
Yet, not incurious, was inclin'd 
To know the converfe of mankind. ^jt 

yirft iflued from perfumers* Ihops, 
A croud of fafliionable fops : 
They a&M her, how fhe lik'd the play j 
Then told the tattle of the day ; 
A duel fought laft night at. two, xzo 

About a lady— you know who ; 

Mention'4 
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Mention'd a new Italian, come 
• Either from Mufcovy or Rome ; 

Gave hints of who and who*s together ; 
Then fell to talking of the weather ; 
Lad night was fo extremely fine, 
The ladies walk'd till after nine; 
Then, in foft voice and fpeech ahfur^, 
With nonfcnfe every fecond word. 
With fuftian from exploded plays. 
They celebrate her beauty's praife ; 
Run o'er their cant of Ibipid lies, 
And tell the murders of her eyes. 

With filcnt fcom Vancfla fat, 
Scarce liftening to their idle chat ; 
further than fometimes by a frown. 
When they grew pert, to pull them down. 
At laft (he fpitefully was bent 
To try their wifdom's full extent ; 
And faid, Ihc valued nothing lefs 
Than titles, figure, ihape, and drtfb ; 
That merit fhould be chiefly plac*d 
In judgement, knowledge, wit, andtaflc; 
And thefe, Ihe offer'd to difputc, 
., Alone diftinguifh'd man from brute : 
That prefent times have no pretence 
To virtue, in the noble fenfe 
By Greeks and Romans underflood. 
To perilh for our country's good. 
She nam'd the ancient heroes rou^id, 
Explained for what tlicy were rcnown'd j 
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Then fpokc vnth cenfure or applaufc 

Of foreign cuftoms, rites, and laws ; 

Through nature and through art (he rangM, 

And gracefully her fubjc£^ chang'd ; 355 

In vain ! her hearers had no (hare 

In all (he fpoke, except to flare. 

Their judgement was, upon the whole, 

— ^That lady is the duUeft foul ! — 

Then tipt their forehead in a jeer, 36© 

As who fliould fay— She wants it here 1 

She may be handfome, young, and rich, 

But none will burn her for a witch ! 

A party next of glittering dames, 
•From round the purlieus of St. James, 365 

Came early, out of pure good- will. 
To fee the girl in diftiabille. 
Their clamour, 'lighting from their chairs, 
Grew louder all the way up flairs ,- 
At entrance loudeft, where they found 37# 

The rpom with volumes litter'd round. 
VaneiTa held Montaigne, and read, 
Whilft Mrs. Sufan comb'd her hea^. 
They call'd for tea and chocolate. 
And fell into their ufual chat, 375 

Difcouriing with important face, 
On ribbons, fans, and gloves, and lace ; 
Shew'd patterns juft from India brought. 
And gravely aik'd her what fiie thought. 
Whether the red or green were heft, 3 80 

And what they coft ? VanelTa guefis'd, 

Vol. LI A^ 
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She 's fair and clean, and that *s the mod : 

But why proclaim her for a toaft ? 

A baby face ; no life, no airs, 

But what fhe learn'd at country-fairs ; 415 

Scarce knows what difference is between 

Rich Flanders lace and Colberteen. 

I '11 undertake, my little Nancy 

In flounces hath a better fancy ! 

With all her wit, 1 would not alk 420 

Her judgement, how to buy a mafk. 

We begg'd l^r but to pat-ch her face,. 

She never hit one proper place; 

Which every girl at five years old 

Can do as foon as fhe is told. 42 5 

I own, that out-of-fafhion fhiff 

Becomes the creature well enough. 

The girl might pafs, if we could get her 

To know the world a little better. 

(To knoiv the njuorldl a modurn phrafc 430 

For vifits, ombre, balls, and plays.) 

Thus, to the world's perpetual (hame, 
The Queen, of Beauty loft her aim ; 
Too late with grief (he underftcx>d, 
-Fall as had done more harm than good ;. 43^ 

For great examples are but vain, 
Where ignorance begets difdain. 
Both fexes, arm'd with guilt and fpite^ 
Againft VaneiTa's power unite : 
To copy her, few nympiis afpir'd ; 440 

Her virtues fewer fwains admir'd. 

I 2 So 
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So flars beyond a certain lieight 
Give monals neither heat nor light. 

Yet fome of either fex, endow'-d 
With gifts fupcrior to the croud. 
With virtue, knowledge, tafte, and wk. 
She condefcended to admit : 
With plealing arts (he could reduce 
Mens talents to their proper ufe $ 
And with addrefs each genius held 
To that wherein it mod excell'd ; 
Thus, making others' wifdom known. 
Could pleafe them, and improve her own. 
A modeft youth faid fomething new j 
5he placed it in the ihronged view. 
All humble worth Ihe ftrove to raife ; 
Would not be prais'd, yet lov'd to praifc. 
The learned met with free approach. 
Although they came rot in a coach : 
Some clergy too fiie would allow, 
Norquarrel'd at their awkward bow; 
But this was for Cadenus' fake, 
A gown man of a different make ; 
Whom Pallas, once VaneiTa's tutor. 
Had fix*d on for her coadjutor. 

But Cupid, full of mifchief, longs 
To vindicate his mother's wrongs. 
On Pallas all attempts are vain : 
One way he knows to give her pain ; 

" Vows on Vanefla's hean to take 
Due vengeance^ for her patron's fake. 
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Thofe early feeds by Venus fown, 

In fpite of Pallas, now were grown ; 

And Cupid hop*d, they would improve 

By time, and ripen into love; 47^ 

The boy made ufe of all his craft. 

In vain difcharging many a fhaft, 

Pointed at colonels, lords, and beaux : 

Cadcnus warded off the blows ; 

For, placing ftiU fome book betwixt, 480 

The darts were in the cover fix*d. 

Or, often blunted and recoilll, 

On Plutarch's Morals ftruck, were fpoil'd. 

The Qiieen of Wifdom could forcfcc, 
But not prevent, the Fates* decree : 485 

And human caution tries m vain 
To break that adamantine chain. 
VaneflTa, though by Pallas taught. 
By Love invulnerable thought, 
Searching in books for wifdom's aid, 490 

Was, in the very fearch, betrayed. 

Cupid, though all his darts were loft. 
Yet ftill refolv'd to fparc no coft r 
He could not anfwer to his fame 
The triumphs of that ftuhliorn dame, 495 

A nymph fo hard to be fubdued. 
Who neither was coquette nor prude. 
I find, faid he, fhe wants a doftor. 
Both to adore her, and inftru6l her : 
I '11 give her what fhe moft admirc3, 500 

Among thofe venerable fires. 

1 3 Cadenuf 
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Thofc early feeds by Venus fown, 

In fpite of Pallasi now were grown ) 

And Cupid hop'd, they would improve 

By time, and ripen into love. ^7^ 

The iKjy made ufe of all his craft, 

In vain difcharging many a fhaft. 

Pointed at colonels, lords, and beaux : 

Cadcnus warded off the blows ; 

For, placing ftill fomc book betwixt, 480 

The darts were in the cover fix'd, 

Or, often blunted and recoilll, 

On Plutarch's Morals ftruck, were fpoil'd. 

The Queen of Wifdom could forcfcc, 
But not prevent, the Fates' decree : 485 

And human caution tries m vain 
To break that adamantine chain. 
Vanefla, though by Pallas taught, 
By Love invulnerable thought, 
Searching in books for wifdom's aid, 490 

Was, in the very fearch, betray'd, 

Cupid, though all his darts were lod. 
Yet ftill refolv'd to fpare no coft : 
He could not anfwcr to his fame 
The triumphs of that ftubljorn dame, 49:; 

A nymph fo hard to be fubducd, 
Who neither was coquette nor prude. 
I find, faid he, fhe wants a do£lor. 
Both to adore her, and infVruf^ her : 
I '11 give her what (he mod admires, 500 

Among thofe venerable fires. 

I ) Cade nut 
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What manner is not ifra'ul 

To venture in a fhip decay M ? 

What planter will attempt to yoke 

A fapling with a falling oak? 535 

As years increafc, fhe hrighter (hinct ; 

Cailcnus with each day declines t 

And he mufl fall a prey to time, 

While fhe continues in her prime. 

Cadenus, common forms apart, 540 

In every fcene had kept his heart; 
H d figh'd and languifhM, vow^'d and writ, 
For paflimc, or to (hew his wit 
But books, and time, and (late affairs, 
Had (poil'd his fafliionablc airs : 54.^ 

He now could praife, cftecm, approve, 

But undcrllood not what was love. 

His conduft might have made him (iyVd 

A father, and the nymph his child. 

That innocent delight he took ^50 

To foe the virgin mind her hook, 

Was hut the mafter's fccrct joy 

In fchool to hear tlie fmcfl hoy. 

Her knowledge with her fancy grew ; 

She hourly prcfsM for fomcthing ncw; 555 

Id/as came into her mind 

So faO, his leilons Ingg'd behind) 

She reafon'd, without plodding long. 

Nor ever gave her judgement wrong. 

But now I fuddcn change was wrougitit 5(0 

She roindi no longer what he taught. 

I 4 Cadcnui 
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Cadcnus was amaz'd, to find 

Such marks of a di{b:a£bd mind : 

For, though flic feera'd to liften more 

To all he fpoke, than e'er before, 56 < 

He found her thoughts would abfent range. 

Yet guefs'd not whence could fpring the change, 

And iirfl he modeftly conjc£lures 

His pupil might be tir'd with le£lures; 

Wliich helped to mortify his pride, ^ji 

Yet gave him not the heart to chide : 

But, in a mild deje£led flrain, 

At laft he vcntur'd to complain ; 

Said, (he fliould be no longer teas'd. 

Might have her freedom when fhe plcasM ; 57: 

Was now convinc'd, he a£lcd wrong 

To hide her from the world fo long, 

And in dull ftudics to engage 

One of her tender fcx and age ; 

That every nymph with envy own'd, 58c 

How ihe might fliine in the grande monde ; 

And every fhepherd was undone 

To fee her cloifter'd like a nun. 

This was a vifionary fcheme : 

He Wak'd, and found it but a dream ; 5Sa 

A projeft far above his Ikill ; 

For nature muft be nature flill. 

If he were bolder than became 

A fcholar to a courtly dame, 

She might excufe a man of letters ; 59< 

Tlius tutors often treat their betters : 

3 And 
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And, fince his talk ofFenfive gi*ew, 
He came to take his lad adieu. 

VancflTa, fillM with juft difdain. 
Would fbll her dignity maintain^ 59^ 

In(lru6ted from her early years 
To fcorn the art of female tears. 

Had he eroployM his time fo long 
To teach her what was right and wrong ; 
Yet could fuch notions entenain 4 00 

That all his le£^ures were in vain ? 
She own'd the wandering of her thoughts 1 
But he mufl anfwer for her faults. 
She well remember'd, to her coft. 
That all his leilbns were not lo{V» 605 

Two maxima (he could itiU produce,. 
And fad experience taught their ufe ; 
That virtue, pleas'd by being Ihown, 
Knows nothing which it dares not own ; 
Can make us without fear difclofe 6x0 

Our inmofl fecrets to our foes : 
That common forms were not defign'd 
Dire6^ors to a noble mind. 
Now, faid the nymph, to let you fee 
My anions with your rules agree r 615 

That I can vulgar forms defpife. 
And have no fecrets to difguife ; 
1 knew, by what you faid and writ. 
How dangerous things were men of wit ; 
You caution'd me againft their charms, 620 

But never gave me equal arras ; 

Vour 
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Your leflbns found the weaked part, 
Aim'd at the head, but reach'd the heart. 

Cadenus felt within hinn rife 
Shame, difappointmcnt, guilt, furprize. 
He knew not how to reconcile 
Such language with her ufual ftyle : 
And yet her words were fo exprcfl", 
He could not hope (he fpoke in jcft. 
His thoughts had wholly been confined 
To form and cultivate her mind. 
He hardly knew, till he was told. 
Whether the nymph were young ©r old j 
Had met her in a public place. 
Without diftinguifhing her face : 
Much lefs could his declining age 
Vancffa's earlieft thoughts engage ; 
And, if her youth indttference met, 
His perfon muft contempt beget : 
Or, grant her paflion be fmcere. 
How ihall his innocence \yc clear ? 
Appearances were all fo ilrong, 
The world mud think him in the wrong : 
Would fay, he made a treacherous ufe 
Of wit, to flatter and feduce : 
The town would fwear, he had betrayed 
By magic fpells the harnilefs maid : 
And every beau would have his jokes, 
That fcholars were like otlier folks ; 
And, when Platonic flights were ovary 
The tutor turned a morul lover 1 
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So tender of the young and fair ! 

It ihew'd a true paternal care — 

Five thoufand guineas in her purfe ! 

The Do£^or might have fancy 'd worfe. -— ^55 

Hardly at length he filence broke. 
And faulter'd every word he fpoke 1 
Ititerprtting her complaifance, 
Juft as a mtn/aHJ eatifiquettci, 
She raillied well, he always knew : 660 

Her manner now was fomething new 1 
And what (be fpoke was in an ah: 
As ferious as a tragic player. 
But thofe who aim at ridicule 
Should fix upon fome certain rule, . 665. 

Which fairly hints they arc in jcft, 
Elfe he muft enter his protcd : 
For, let a man be ne*er fo wife. 
He may be caught with fober lies ; 
A fcience wliich he never taught, 670 

And, to be free, was dearly bought ; 
For, take it tin its proper light, 
Tis juft what coxcombs call a hiu* 

But, not to dwell on thmgs minute, 
Vanefla finiihVl the difpute, 675, 

Brought weighty arguments to prove 
That reafon was her guide in love. 
She thought he had himfelf defcrib'd, . 
His do6bines when fhe firft imbib'd : 
What he had planted, now was gr6wn|. 6Sp 

His yirtues ihe might oill her own 1 

As 



Self-love, mn»t«^,l.ft' 
Attends us ftrft.»«.,^„o, at her; 

AA^hy fee h^-h.m.,^„., the matter. 
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Love can witli fpeech infpire a mute, 
And taught VanclTa to difpute. 
This topick, never touch'd before, 
Difp1ay*d her eloquence the more : 715 

Her knowledge, with fuch pains acquir'd. 
By this new palTion grew infpir'd j 
Through this ihe made all obje£ls pafs 
Which gave a tin£ture o'er the mafs ; 
As rivers, though they bend and twine, 72^ 

Still to the fea their courTe incline ; 
Or, as philofophers, who find 
Some favourite fyflem to thbir mind. 
In every point to make it fit, 
Will force all nature to fubmit. 71^ 

Cadenus, who could ne'er rufpc£l 
His leffbns would have fucii effect 
Or be fo artfully applyM, 
Infcnfibly came on her fide. 
It was an unforefeen events 739 

Things took a turn he never meant. 
Whoe'er excels in what we prize. 
Appears a hero in our eyes : 
Each girl, when pleased with what is taught. 
Will have the teacher in her thought. ^ 735 

When Mifs delights in her fpinnet, 
A fiddler may a fortune get ; 
A blockhead, with melodious voice. 
In boarding-fchools may have his choice ; 
And oft* tlie dancing-maftcr's art 740 

Climbs from the toe to touch the heart. ^ 



In learning let a nymph delight. 

The pedant gets a nriinrefs by *c. 

Cadenus, to his grief and fhame. 

Could fcarce oppofe Vancfla*s flame ; 7^3 

And, though her arguments were (in>ng» 

At leaft could hardly wi(h them wrong. 

However it came, he could not tell. 

But fure flie never talk'd fo well. 

ifis pride began to interpofe ; j^q 

PreferrM before a croud of beaux ! 

So bright a nymph to come Hnfought ! 

Such wonder by his merit wrought! 

'Tis merit muft with her prevail ! 

He never knew her judgement fail ! 755 

She noted all (he ever read ! 

And had a mod difceming head ! 

*Tis an old maxim in the fchools. 
That flattery 's the food of fools ; 
Yet now and then your men of wic 760 

Will condefcend to take a bit. 

So, when Cadenus could not hide. 
He chofe to juftify, his pride ; 
Confbruing the pailion flie had ftown. 
Much to her praife, more to his own* 7^5 

Nature in him had merit plac'd. 
In her a moft judicious tafte. 
Love, hitherto a tratiflent guefV, 
Ke'er held poi&flion of his breaft $ 
So long attending at the gate, 770 

Difdain*d te enter in fo^late. 

L9ve 
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Love why do we one paQlon call. 

When 'tis a compound of them all ? 

Where hot and cold, where Iharp and fweet. 

In all their equipages meet ; 775 

Where pleafures mixM with puns appear. 

Sorrow with joy, and hope with fear ; 

Wherein his dignity and age 

Forbid Cadenus to engage. 

But friendihipy in its greateft height, 7$o 

A conftant, rational delight. 

On virtue's bafis fix*d to laft, 

When love allurements long are pafl, 

Which gently warms, but cannot bum. 

He gladly offers in return ; 785 

His want of paflion will redeem 

With gratitude, refpc£l, eflcem ; 

With that devotion we beftow, 

When goddefTes appear below. 

While thus Cadenus entcitains 790 

Vanefla in exalted (trains, , 

The nymph in fober words intreats 

A truce with all fubHme conceits : 

For why fuch raptures, flights, and fancies. 

To her who durft not read romances ? 795 

In lofty flyie to make repHes, 

Which he had taught her to dcfpife? 

But when lier tutor will afiedt 

Devotion, duty, and refpeft, 

He fairly abdicates the throne ; 800 

The government is now her own j 

4 He 
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He has a forfeiture incurred ; 
She vows to take him at his word. 
And hopes he will not think k ftrange. 
If both Ihould now their ftations change. Se^ 

The nymph will have her turn to he 
The tutor ; and the pupil, he s 
Though (he already can difcem 
Her fcholar is not apt to learn 5 
Or wants capacity to reach $t^ 

The fciencc ihe defigns to teach : 
Wherein his genius was below 
The^'lkill of every common beau. 
Who, though he cannot fpell, is wife 
Enough to read a lady's eyes, ti^ 

And will each accidental glance 
Interpret for a kind advance. 

But what fuccefs Vaneffa met. 
Is to the world a fccrct yet. 

Whether the nymph, to pleafe her fwain, 82» 

Talks in a high romantic ftrain j 
Or whether he at laft defcends 
To zd with lefs feraphic ends; 
Or, to compound the buiinefs, wliether 
They temper love and books together; txj 

Mud never to mankind be told. 
Nor (hall the oonfcious Mufe unfold. 

Meantime the mournful Queen of Lore 
Led but a weary life above. 

She ventures now to leave the ikiesa 839 

Grown by Vaneffa's conduct wife : 

For, 



CADENUS AND VANESSA. 129 

For, though by one pcnrcrfe event 

Pallas had crofsM her firfl intent ; 

Though her defign was not obtainM; 

Yet had fhe much experience gain'd, $35 

And, by the projeft vainly try'd. 

Could better now the caufe decide. 

She gave due notice, that both parties, 

CortUH Regina, prox* die Mortis , 

Should at their peril, without fail, ^4© 

Come and appear, and fave their bail. 

All met ; and, filence thrice proclaim'd. 

One lawyer to each fide was nam'd. 

The judge dilcover'd in her face 

Refentmcnts for her late difgrace ; 845 

And, full of anger, ihame, and grief, 

Direftcd them to mind their brief ; 

Nor fpend their time to (hew their reading ; 

She *d have a fummary proceeding. 

She gathered under every head 859 

The fum of what each lawyer faid. 

Gave her own reafons lafl, and then 

Decreed the caufe againfl the men. 

But, in a weighty cafe like this. 
To (hew (he did not judge amifs, I55 

Which evil tongues might elfe report, 
She made a fpeech in open court ; 
Wherein (he grievoufly complains, 
'* How (he was cheated by the fwains ;" 
On whofe petition (humbly (hewing, S60 

That women were not worth the wooing. 

Vol. I. K And 



ISO SWIFT'S POEMS. 

And that, unlefs the fex would mend. 
The race of lovers foon muft end) — 
. ** She was at Lord knows what expence 
" To form a nymph of wit and fenfe, 865 

*' A model for her fex defign'd, 
*' Who never could one lover find. 
** She faw her favour was mifplac'd ; 
'* The fellows had a wretched tafte ; 
" She needs muft tell them to their fjicc, 870 

** They were a ftupid, fenfelefs race ; 
*' And, were Ihe to hegin again, 
** She 'd ftudy to reform the men j 
** Or add ferae grains of folly more 
•* To nvometty than they had hefore, 875 

** To put them on an equal foot j 
" And this, or nothing elfe, would do *t. 
*< This might their mutual fancy ftrike ; 
" Since every being loves its //i/. 

" But now, repenting what was done, 880 

" She left all bufinefs to her fon j 
** She puts the world in his poffefllon, 
** And let him ufe it at difcretion.** 

The cryer was ordered to difmifs 
The court, fo made lus laft Oyes I 885 

The goddefs would no longer wait } 
But, fifing from her chair of flate. 
Left all below at fix and feven, 
Harnefb'd her doves, and flew to heaven. 
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TO LOVE*. 

T N all I wifli, how happy fhould I be, 
"*■ Thou grand Deluder, were it not for thee ! 
So weak thou art, that fools thy power defpife, 
Ami yet fo ftrong, thou triumph'ft o'er the wife. 
Thy traps are laid with fuch peculiar art. 
They catch the cautious ; let the rafh depart. 
Moll nets are iill'd by want of thought and care: 
But too much thinking brings us to thy fnare; 
Where, held by thee, in llavery we flay, 
And throw the pleafing part of life away. 
But, what does mofc my indignation move, 
Difcretion ! thou wert ne'er a friend to love : 
Thy chief delight is to defeat thofe arts, 
By which he kindles mutual flames in hearts ; 
While the blind loitering God is at his play. 
Thou (Ical'fl his golden-pointed darts away ; 
Thofe darts which never fail ; and in their flead 
Convey'fl malignant arrows tipt with lead : 
The heedlefs God, fufpe^ling no deceits, 
Shoots on, and thinks he has done wondrous feats j 
But the poor nympli, who feels her vitals burn. 
And from her ihepherd can find no return. 
Laments, and rages at the power divine, 

[ When, curfl Difcretion ! all the fault was thine j 

I 

^ * Found in Mifs Vanhomrigh's delk, after her death, 

iin the hand-writing of Dr. Swift. 
K 2 Cupid 
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Cupid and Hymen thou had fet at odds. 
And bred fuch feuds between thofe kindred gods. 
That Venus cannot reconcile her fons ; 
When one appears, away the other runs. 
The former fcales, wherein he us'd to poife 
Love againft love, and equal joys with joys. 
Are now fiird up with avarice and .pride, 
Where titles, power, and riches, ftill fubfidc. 
Then, gentle Venus, to thy fatiier run. 
And tell him, how thy children are undone ; 
Prepare Ills bolts to give one fatal blow, 
And ilrike Difcretion to the ihades below. 

ODE TO SPRING. 
BY A L*ADY*. 

TTAIL, blulhing goddcfs, lieauteous Spring, 
**■ •*• Who, in thy jocund train, doft bring 
Loves and Graces, fmiling Hours, 
Balmy breezes, fragrant flowers ; 
Come, with tints of rofeate hue, 
Kaiure's faded charms renew. 

Yet why fliould I thy prefence hail ? 
To me no more the breatliing gale 
Comes fraught with fweets ; no more the rofc 
With fuch tranfcendent beauty blovs^. 
As when Cadcnus blefl the fcenc. 
And ihar*d^th me thofe joys ferene ; 
When, unperceiv'^, the lambent iire 
Of friendfhip kindled new defire : 

• This and the ncKt ode have been afcribcd to Vane 

St 
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Still IHlening ro his tuneful tongue, 
^ The truths, which asgels might have fung^ ' 
Divine, impreft their gentle fway, 
And^fweetly dole my foul* away. 
My guide, inftru6lor, lover, friend; 
(Dfcar names !} in one idea blend ; 
Oh ! ftill conjoinMy your inoenfe rifb. 
And waft fweet odours to* the fkies ! 

ODE TO WISDOM. 
BY THE SAME. 

1^ H, Pallas ! I invoke thy aid ! 

^^ Vouchfafe to hear a wretched maid. 

By tender love depreft ; 
•Tis juft that thou fhould'fl heal the fmart 
Infli6fed'by thy fubtle art, 

And calm my troubled bread. 

No random-fhot from Cupid's- bow. 
But by thy guidance, fbft and flowy 

It funk within my heart ; 
Thus, Love being arm'd with Wifdom's force,. 
In vain I try to flop its courfe, 
, In vain repel the dart. 

O goddefs ! break the fatal league, 
Let Love, wkh Folly and Intrigue,. 

More fit ailbci ate i, find ! ^ 

And. thou alone wiihin my breafty 
Q I deign to foothe my griefs to reft,^ 

And heal my torturM mind. 

K 3 ARE. 
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A REBUS. By Vanessa. 

/^UT the name of the man* who his miftrefs deny*d, ^ 
^^ And let the firfl: of jt be only apply 'd j 

To join with the prophet f who David did chide; J 
Then fay what a horfe is that runs very fafl J ; 
And that which deferves to be firft put the laft ; 
Spell all then, and put them together, to find 
The Name and the Virtues of him I defign'd. 
Like the Patriarch in Egypt, he 's vers'd in the ftate ; 
Like the Prophet in Jewry, he *8 free with the great ; 
Like a racer he flics, to fuccour with fpeed. 
When his friends want his aid, or defert is in jiecd. 

THE DEAN'S ANSWER. 

' I ^ il E nymph who wrote tliis in an amorous tit, 

I cannot bur. envy the pride of her wit. 
Which thus fhe- will venture prufufcly to tiaow 
On fo mean a defigny and ?ijti!)je:i fo low. 
For mean 's her dejhn, and \\^x JubjeU as mean. 
The firft hut a Re'.. us, the Jaft hut a Dean. 
A Dean 's but a parfon : and what is a Rebus ? 
A thing never known tt) thj ?vlurcs or Phcebus. 
The corn. pi ion o\ verfc j for, when all is done. 
It is l)Ut -^ paraphrafe made on 2Lpun. 
But a genius hke ijer"s no fuhjc^^c can ftiflc. 
It ihcws and difeovcrs itfclf through a trifle. 

*• ^fl-fcph. t Nathan. J Swift, 

By 



THE DEAN'S ANSWER. ,55 

Bv reading this trifle, I quickly began 

To find her a great oy/V, but the dean a fmall man. 

Rich ladies will furniih their garrets with A^iif, 

Which others for mantuas would think fine enough : 

So the ou/V that is laviflily thrown away licre 

Might furni(h,a fecond-rate p9et a year. 

Thus much for the nierfe, wc proceed to the ncxt^ 

Where the Nymph has entirely forfakcn her text : 

Her fine pancgyricks arc quite out of fcafon, 

And v/h^tjbe defcribes to be merit is treafont 

The changes, which faction iias made in the ftatc> 

Have put the dean*! politicks quite out of date : 

Now no one regards what lie utters with frcc<iom^ 

And, ihould he write pampbUtSy no great man would 

read 'em ; 
And fhould nvant or defert (land in need of his aid, 
This racer would prove but a dull-founder 'd^tf^. 

HORACE, B. II. ODE I. PARAPHRASED. 

AddrelTed to Richard Steele; Efq. 1714. 

** En qui promittit cives, urhcm fibi curn?, 
" ImiK'rium fore, & Italiam, & dclubra dcoriim,'* 

HoR. 1 S;,t. vi. 34. 

"T^TCK, thou *t rcfolv^d, as I am told, 

"*~"^ Some ftrange arcana to unfold, 

And, with the help of Buckley's j.cn, 

To vamp the good old caufe again. 

Which thou (fuch Burnet's flircwd r.dvicc is) 5 

Muft fuibilh up, and nickname Ciifi .. 

■ K 4 Tliou 
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Thou pompoufly wilt let us know 

What all the world knew long ago, 

(E'er fuice Sir William Gore was mayor, 
. And Harley filPd the Commons' chair) lo 

, That we a German Prince muft own 

When Anne for heaven refigns her throne. 

Buty more than that, thou 'It keep a rout 

With— who is m — and who is out, 

Thou 'It rail devoutly at the peace, 15 

And all its fecret caufes trace, 

The bucket-play 'twixt Whigs and Tories, 

Their ups and downs, with fifty ftories 

Of tricks the lord of Oxford knows. 

And errors of our Pknipocs. 20 

Thou *lt tell of leagues among the great, 

Ponending ruin to our ftate ; 

And of that dreadful coup d' eclat j 

Which has afforded thee much chat. 

The Qiaeen, forfooth (defpoiic) gave ^5 

Twelve coronets without tby leave ! 

A breach of liberty, 'tis own'd^ 

For which no heads have j-^/ aton'd f 

Believe me, what thou'ft undertaken 

May bring in jeopardy thy bacon ; 3 

For madmen, children, wits, and fools, 

Should never meddle with edg'd tools. 

But, fmce thou 'rt got into the fire. 

And canft not eafily retire, 

Thou mud no longer deal in farce^ 

Nor pump to cobble wicked verfe ; 
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Until thou (halt have eas'd thy confcience. 

Of fplecn, of politicks, and nonfenfe ; 

And, when thou 'fl bid adieu to cares. 

And fettled Europe's ^r^uf^ affairs, 40 

'Twill then, perhaps, be worth thy while 

For Drury-Lane to fhape thy ftyle : 

** To make a pair of jolly fellows, 

** The fon and father, join to tell us, 

«< How fons may fafely difobey, 45 

** And fathers never (hould fay nay, 

** By which wife condu£l they grow friends 

** At laft — and fo the ftory ends*." 

When firft I knew thee, Dick, thou wert 
Renown'd for (kill in Fauftus* an f, 50 

' Which made thy clofet much frequented 
By buxom lafles — ^fome repented 
Their lucklefs choice of hulbands— others. 
Impatient to be like their mothers, 
Receiv*d from thee profound diredtions 55 

How beft to fettle their afFedions. 
Thus thou, a friend to the diftrefs'd, 
Didft in thy qalling do thy beft. 

But now the Senate (if things hit 
And thou at Stockbridge wert not bit) 60 

* This is faid to be a plot of a comedy with which 
Mr. Steele has long threatened the town. Swift. — 
Tn fome particulars it would apply to " The Confcious 
* Lovers." 

•f* There were fome tolerable grounds for this re- 
Se61ion. Mr. Steele had a6lually a labcrato;y at Poplar. 

IMuft 
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Muft feci thy eloquence and fire, 
Approve thy fchemes, thy wit admire, 
Thee with immortal "honours crown, 
Whilfl, Pairiot'liif, thou 'It ftrut and frown. 

What thougli by enemies tis faid, 65 

The laurel, which adorns thy head, 
Muft one day come in competition 
By virtue of fome fly petition : 
Yet mum for that j liope ftill the bdl. 
Nor let fuch cares difturb thy reft. ^0 

Methinks I hear thee loud as trumpet. 
As bagpipe Ihrill, or oyfter-ftrumpct ; 
Methinks I fee thee, fpruce and fine, 
' With coat embroider'd ridily Ihine, 
And dazzle all the idol-faces 7^ 

As through the hall thy worfhip paces ; 
(Though this I fpeak but at a venture, 
Siippoftng thou haft tick with Hunter) 
Methinks I fee a black-guard rout 
Attend thy coach, and hear them (hout Sa 

Jn approbation of thy tongue, 
Which (in their ftyle) is purely hung^ 
Now ! how you carry all before you I 
Nor dares one Jacobite or Tory 
Pretend to anfwcr one fyl— lablc, S5 

Except the matclilcf:, hero Alx;l •. 
What though her highnefs and her fpoufe 
In Antwerp f keep a" frugal houfc, 

* Abel Roper. 

t Where the duke cf Marlborougli then rcfided. 

Yet, 
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Yet, not forgetful of a friend, 

They Ml foon enable thee to fpend, 90 

If to Macartney * thou wilt toaft. 

And to his pious patron* s gbqfl. 

Kovv manfully thou 'It run a tilt 

« On popes, for all the blood they 've fpilt, 

*^ For maiTacres, and racks, and flames, 95 

** For lands enrich'd by crimfon flreams, 

<* For inquifitions taught by Spain, 

** Of which the Chriftian world complain." 

Dick, we agree — all *s true thou 'It faid, " 
As that ray Mufe is yet a maid. too 

But, if I «iay with freedom talk, 
All this is foreign to thy walk : 
Thy genius has perhaps a knack 
At trudging in a beaten track, 
But is far /aU'i^airs as fit 105 

As mine for politicks and wit. 
Then let us both in time grow wife. 
Nor higher than our talents rifc ; 
To fome fnug cellar let 's repair 
From duns and debts, and drown our care ; no 
Now quaff of honed ale a quart. 
Now venture at a pint of port. 
With which infpir'd, we '11 club each night 
Some tender fonnct to indite,. 
And with Tom D'Urfey, Philips, Dennis^ 185 
Imraonalize our Dolls and Jenneys. 

* General Macartney, who killed duke Hamilton. 

HORACE, 
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John Dennis the fheltering Poet's Invitation 
to Richard Steele, the fecluded Party-writer, 
and Member; to come and live with him in 
The Mint J 1714*. 

Fit to be bound up witli The Crisis. 

TF thou canft lay afide a fpendthrift's air, 

"*• And condefccnd to feed on homdy fare. 

Such as we Minters, with ragouts unflor'd. 

Will, in defiance of the law, afford : 

Quit thy patrols with Toby's Chriftmas-box, 5 

And come to me at,The Two Fighting Cocks j 

Since printing by fubfcription now is grown 

The ftaleft, idled cheat about the town: 

And ev'n Charles Gildon, who, a Papift bred. 

Has an alarm againfl that worfhip fpread, 10 

Is pra£lifing thofe beaten paths of cruifing. 

And for new levies on Propofals mufing. 

*Tis true, that Bloorafbury Square *s a noble place : 
But what are lofty buildings in thy cafe ? 
What 's a fine houfe embellilh'd to profufion, 15 

Where fhouldcr-dabbers are in execution ? 
Or whence its timorous tenant feldom falhes. 
But apprehenfive of infulting bailiffs ^ 

* This and the preceding poem are printed from 
copies in the Lambeth Library, K. i. s. 29, 30. 4to. 
c This 
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nee be mindful of a friend's advice, 
lafe to be im providently nice ; 20 

ige the profpefls that delude thy fight, 
iighgate*s fteep afcent and Hampflead's height, 
^erdant fccncs, that, from St. George's field, 
lurable and fafe enjoyments yield. 

I, cv'n I, that ne'er till now could find 25 

my troubled and fufpicious mind, 
:r was with jcaloufies pofTefs'd, 
a (late of indolence and reft ; 

no more of Frenchmen in difguifc, 
)kiiig upon flrangers as on fpies, 30 

ite diverted of my former fpleen, 
provok'd without, and calm within : / 
re I '11 wait thy coming, till the fun 
5 diurnal courfe completely run. 
not that thou of flurdy butt (halt fail, 35 

dlord's cellar 's ftock'd with beer and ale, 
7ery fort of malt tliat is in ufe, 
sry county's generous produce. 
ufy (for here Chriflian faith is fick, 
makes us feldom trefpafs upon tick) 49 

f brings tlie choiceft liquors out, 
r we a(k for home-brew'd or for ftout, 
id or cyder, or, with dainties fed, 
r a fla(k or two of white or red, 
the drawer will not fail to fwear 45 

ink by Pilkington when third time mayor, 
me, methinks, fo popularly known 
oficion to the church and crown, 

Might 
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Might make the Lufitanian grape to pafs, 
And almoft give a fan6tion to the glafs ; 
Efpecially with thee, whofe hafty zeal 
Againft the late rejefled commerce-bill 
Made thee rife up, like an audacious elf, 
^0 do thefpeaker honour y not thyfelf. 

But, if thou foar'fl: above the connmon prices, 
By virtue of fubfcription to thy Crifis, 
And nothing can go down with thee, but wines 
Prefs'd from Burgundian and Campanian vines. 
Bid them be brought ; for, though I hate the Fren 
X love their Jiquors, as thou lov'ft a wench ; 
Elfe thou muft humble thy expenfive lafte. 
And, with us, hold contentment for a feaft. 

The fire's already lighted ; and the maid 
Has a clean cloth upon the table laid, 
Who never on a Saturday had ft ruck. 
But for thy entertainment, up a buck. 
Think of this aSi of grace, which by your leave 
Sufan would not have done on Eafter Eve, 
Had (he not been in form 'd over and over, 
*Twas for th' ingenious Author of The Lover. 

Ceafe therefore to beguile thyfelf with hopes, 
Which is no more than making fandy ropes. 
And quit the vain purfuit of loud applaufe, 
That muft bewilder thee in faftion's caufc. 
Pry'thce what is 't to thee who guides the ftate ? 
Why Dunkirk's demolition is fo late ? 
Or why her majefty tliinks fit to ceafe 
The din of war, and hufh the world to peace ? 
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The clergy too, without thy aid, can tell 

What texts to chufe, and on what topicks dwell j 8» 

And, uninflrufted by thy babbling, teach 

Their flocks celeftial happinefs to reach. 

Rather let fuch poor fouls as you and I 

Say that the holydays are drawing nigh, 

And that to-morrow*s fun begins the week, S-5 

Which will abound with (lore of ale and cake. 

With hams of baconj and with powder'd beef, 

StufPd to give field-itinerants relief. 

Then I, who have within thefe precin6^s kept, 
And ne'er beyond the chimney-fwccper's ftept, 9* 

Will take a loofe, and venture to be feen, 
Since 'twill be Sundav, upon ^hanks's green ; 
There, with erefted looks and pbrafe fublime, 
To talk of unity of place and time. 
And with much malice, mix'd with little fatire, ^5 
Explode the wits on t'otber fide o'th' water. 

Why has my lord Godolphin's fpecial grace 
Inverted me with a queen's-wai;er's place. 
If I, debarred of fcftival delights, 
Am not allow'd to fpend the perquifites ? to# 

He 's but a (hort remove from being mad, 
Who at a time of jubilee is fad, 
And, like a griping uCurer, does fpare 
His money to be fquander*d by his heir ; 
Flutter'd away in liveries and in coaches, 105 

And wafliy forts of feminine debauches. 
As for my part, whatever the world may think, 
1 11 bid adieu to gravity, and drink ; 

And, 
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And, though I can*t pijt off a woeful mien, 

Will be all mirth and checrfulnefs within: no 

As, in defpiglit of a cenforious race, 

I mod incontinently fuck my face. 

What mighty proje6ls does not he deiign, 

Whofe ftomach flows, and brain turns round with wine? 

Wine, powerful wine, can thaw the frozen cit, 1 1 5 

And falhion him to humour and to wit ; 

Makes even S**** to difclofe his art. 

By racking every fecret from his heart. 

As he flings off the flatefman*s fly difguif<^ 

To name the cuckold's wife with whom he lies. i2« 

Ev'n Sarum, when he quaffs it Head of tea. 

Fancies himfelf in Canterbury's fee, 

And S****** when he caroufmg reels. 

Imagines that he has regained the feals : 

W******, by virtue of its juice, can fight, 125 

And Stanhope of commiflioners make light. 

Wine gives lord William aptitude of parts. 

And fwells him with his family's deferts : 

Whom can it not make eloquent of fpcech ? 

\^om in extrcmefl: poverty not rich ? 1 30 

Since, by the means of the prevailing grape, 

Th****n can Lechmere's warmth not only ape. 

But, half-feas-o'er, by its infpiring bounties. 

Can qualify himfelf in feveral counties. 

What I have promised, thou mayft reft aflur'd, 135 

Shall faithfully and gladly be procured. 

Nay, I 'm already better than my word. 

New plates and knives adorn the jovial board : 

And, 
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And, left thou at their fight fliouldft mkke wry faces. 
The girl has fcowcr'd the pots, and walh'd the glafles, 
Ta'cn care fd eKcellently well to clean *cm> 
That thou mayft fee thine own dear pi£ture'in 'cm. 

Moreover, due provifion has been made, 
That oonverfation may not be betray 'd j 
I have ne eorapany but what is proper 145 

To (it with the moft flagrant Whig at fupper. 
There 's not a man among them but muft pleafc. 
Since they 're as like each otlier as are peas. 
Toland and Hare hare jointly fcnt me word, 
They 'il comej and Kcnnet tl.inks to make a third, 150 
Provided he 'as no other inviration, 
From men of greater quahty and ftation. 
Koom will for Oldmixon and J — s be left ; 
But their difcourfes finell too much of theft: 
There would he no abiding in the roon}, 155 

Should two fuch ignorant pretenders come. 
However, by this rrufiy bearer write, 
If I (hould any other fcabs invite ; 
Thoug'i if I may my ferious judgement give, 
I 'm wholly for King Charles's number five : 160 

That was the ftint in which that monarcli fix'd, 
Who would not be with noifincfs perplcx'd : 
And that,- if thou 'it agree to think it l>cfl-, 
Shall be our tale of heads, without one other guefl. 

I 've nothing more, now this is faid, to fay, 165 

Bi.t to requeft thou 'It inftantly awjv. 
And leave the duties of thy prefent pofl:. 
To feme well-lkill'd retainer to a hofl ; 

Vol. I. L PouhtlJa 
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Doubtlcfs he 41 carefully thy place fupply. 

And o'er his grace's horfes have an eye. i j^ 

While thouy who 'it Duok through poftem more than 

once, 
xDofl by that means avoid a croud of duns> 
And, crofling o'er The Thames at Temple-ftairs, 
Lcav'A Philips with good words to cheat their ears. 

ToLORD'HARLEY, onhisMArRRiAGE, 1713. 

A MONG the numbers who employ 
-'*^ Their tongues and pens to give you joy. 
Dear Harley ! generous youth, admit 
What friendfiiip didiatcs more than wit. 
Forgive me, when I fondly thought 
(By frequent obfervations taught) 
. A fpirit fo informed as yours 
Could never profper in .amours. 
The God of Wit, and Light, and Arts, 
.With all acquir'd and natural pans, 
\Whofe harp could favage beafts enchant. 
Was an unfonunatc gallant. 
Had Bacchus after Ilaphne reel'd, 
The Nymph had foon been brought to yield a 
Or, haJ embroidcr'd Mars purfued. 
The Nymph would ne'er have been a prude. 
Ten thoufand footfteps, full in view, 
Mark out the way where Daphne flew : 
For fuch is all the fcx's flight. 
They fly from learning, wit, and light: 

They 
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They fly, and none can overtake . 
But fonie gay coxcomb, or a rake. 

How then, dear Harley, could I gucfs 
That 5-0U fliould meet, in love, fuccefs ? 
For,, if thofc antient talcs be true, 
Phoebus ivas beautiful as you : 
Yet Daphne never flacked her pace. 
For wit and learning fpoiPd his face. 
Add, fince the fame refemblance held 
In gifts wherein you both excelFd, 
I fancyM every nymph would run 
From you, as from Latona's fon. 

Then where, faid I, Ihall Harley find 
A virgin of fuperior mind. 
With wit and virtue to difcover. 
And pay the merit of her lover ? 

This charafter (hall Ca'endifli claim. 
Born to retrieve her fcx's fame. 
The chief among the glittering crowd. 
Of titles, birth, and fortune proud, 
(As fools are infolent and vain). 
Madly afpirM to wear her chain : 
But Pallas, guardian of the Maid, 
Defcending to her charge's aid. 
Held out Medufa's fnaky locks. 
Which (lapify'd them all to flocks. 
The Nymph with indignation vicw'd 
The dull, the noify, and the lewd : 
For Pallas, with celeftial light, 
Had purify'd her mortal fight j 

L a Shcw*i 
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Shew'd her the virtues all combin'd, 
Frclh blooming, in young Harley's mind, 

Terreflrial nymphs, by former arts, 
Difplay tjieir various nets for hearts : 
Their looks are all by method fet, 
When to be prude, and when coquette ; 
Yet, wanting (kill and power to chufe, 
Their only pride is to refufe. 
But, when a goddefs would beftow 
Her love on fome bright youth below, 
Round all the earth fhe cafts her eyes ; 
And then, defcending from the ikies. 
Makes choice of him (he fancies bed, 
And bids the ravifh'd youth be blcfs'd. 

Thus the bright Emprefs of the Morn 
Chofe, for her fpoufe, a mortal born : 
The Goddefs made advances firft; 
Elfc what'afpiring hero durft ? 
Though, like a virgin of fifteen, 
She blufhes when by mortals feen ; 
Still blufhes, and with fpecd retires, 
When Sol purfues htr with his fires. 

Diana thus, Heaven's chaftcft queen. 
Struck with Endymion's graceful mien, 
Down from her filver chariot came, 
And to the Shepherd own'd her flame. 

Thus Ca'endifli, as Aurora bright. 
And charter than the Queen of Night, 
Defcendcd from her fphere to find 
A mortal of fupcfior kind. 
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IN SICKNESS. 

Written in Ireland, Odober 17 14. 

"Tp I S true — then why fliould I repine 

-*• To fee my life fo faft aeclinc ? 
But why obfcurely here alone, 
Where I am neither lov'd nor known ?. 
My ftate of health none care to learn j 
My life is here no foul's concern : 
And thofe with whom I now converfc 
Without a tear will tend my hcarfe. 
Remov'd from kind Arbuthnot's aid, 
Who knows his art, but not his trade, 
Preferring his regard for me 
Before his credit, or his fee. 
Some formal vifits, looks, and words, 
What mere humanity affords, 
I meet perliaps from three or four, 
From whom I once expe£^ed more j 
Which thofe who tend the fick for pay 
Can a6l as decently as thev : 
But no obliging tender friend 
To help at my approaching end. 
My life is now a burden grown 
To others, ere it be my own. 

Ye formal weepers for the fick. 
In your laft offices l)e quick ; 
And fpare my abfcnt friends the grief 
To hear, yet give me no relief; 
Expired to-day, intomb'd to-morrow. 
When known, will fave a double-forrow. 

L 3 Twi. 
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The fable or the BITCHES. 

Written in the Year 1 7 1 f . 

On an Attempt to repeal the Test Act. 

A BITCH that was full pregnant grown, 
•^^ By all the dogs and curs in town, 
Finding her ripen 'd time was come. 
Her litter teeming from her womh. 
Went here and there, and every where, 
To find an eafy place to lay-her. 

At length to Mufick's houfe * flic came, 
And bcgg*d like one both blind and lame ; 
<* My only friend, my dear," faid flie, 
** You fee 'tis mere neceflity, 
" Hath fcnt me to your houfe to whelp ; 
** I 11 die, if you deny your help." 

With fawning whine, and rueful tone, 
With artful figh and feigned groan. 
With couchant cringe, and flattering talc. 
Smooth Bawty f did fo far prevail. 
That Mufick gave her leave to litter ; 
But mark what follow'd — faith ! flie bit her. 

Whole baflcets full of bits and fcraps. 
And broth enough to fill her paps ) 

♦ The church of England. 

f A Scotch name for a bitchy alluding to the kirk. 

For, 
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For, well ihe knew, her numerous brood, 
Fpr want of milk, would fuck her blood; 

But when (he thought her pains were done, 
And now 'twas high time to bt gone ; 
In civil terms, — " My friend,'* fays (he, 
•* My houfe you 've had on courtefy | . 
** And now I eameftly defire, 
** That you would with your cubs retire : ' 
" For, ihould you ftay but one week longer, - 
** I ihairbe.ftarv*d with cold and hunger." 

The guefl: repjy'd — " My friend, your leave 
" I muft a little longer crave ; 
^' Stay till my tender cubs can find 
" Their way — for now, you fee, thpy 're blind ; 
** But, when we 've gather'd llrcngth, I fwcar, 
** We *11 to our bam again repair."' 

Thfc time paft*d on ; and Mufick came, . 
Her kennel once again to claim ; 
But Efeiwt}^ loft to fliame and honour, . 
Set all her cubs at once upon her ; 
Made her retire, and i^uit her right. 
And loudly cry*d — "A bite! a bite I" 

T H E M OR A.L. 

Thus did-thc Grecian wooden horfc' 
Conceal a fatal anned force : 
>Jo fooner brought witbire the- walls^ . 
But Ilium 's loft, and Priam falls; 

L4 irORACR. 
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HORACE, BOOK HI. ODE 11. 

TO THE EARL OF OXFORI 
LATE LORD TREASURER. 
Sent to him when in the Tower, 1716. 

TT O W bkfl is he, who for l\is country dies, 
•*" "*• Since death purfues the coward as he flics ! 
The youth in vain would fly from Fate's attack. 
With trembling knees and tenor at his back ; 
Though fear fliouUl lend him pinions like the wind^ 
Yet fwiftcr fate will feize hira from behinck 

Virtue repuls'd, yet knows not to repine j 
But ihall with unattainted honour Ihine ; 
Nor (loops to take ihefaff*, nor lays it down, 
Juft as the rabble pleafe to fmile or frown. 

Virtue, to crown her favourites, loves to try 
Some new unbeaten paflagc to the iky ; 
Where Jove a feat among the gods will give 
To thofe who die for meriting to live. 

Next, faithful Silence hath a fure reward ; 
Within our breaft be every fccret barr'd \ 
He, who betrays his friend, (hall never be 
Under one roof, or in one fliip, with mc. 
For who with traitors would his fafcty truO, 
Left, with the wicked, heaven involve the juft > 
And, though the villain 'fcape a while, he feels 
Slow vengeance, like a blood-hound, at his heels. 

♦ The cnfign of the lord trcafurcr's office. 

PHYLLJ 
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PHYLLIS; 

OR, 
THE PROGRESS OF LOVE, ryik 

"pVESPONDING Phyllis was endued 

■**"^ With*evory ulent of a prude : 

She trembled when a man drew near ; 

Salute her, and (he turn'd her ear ,• 

If o'er againil her you were plac'd. 

She durft not look above your waift i 

She M rather take you to her bed. 

Than let you fee her drefs her head : 

In church you hear her, through the croud^ 

Repeat the abfolution loud : 

In church, fecure behind her fan. 

She durd behold that monder man r 

There praftis'd how to place her head>» 

And bit her lips to make them red ; 

Or, on the mat devoutly kneeling. 

Would lift her eyes up to the cieling^. 

And heave her bofom unaware. 

For neiglibouring beaux to fee it bare- 

At length a lucky lover came> 
And found admittance to the dame. 
Suppofe all parties now agreed. 
The writings drawn, the lawyer fee'd, 
The vicar and the ring befpoke : 
Guefs, how could fuch a. match be broke) 

^ Sec 
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See then what mortals place their blifs in ! 
Next mom betimes the bride was mifTmg : 
The mother fcream'd, the father chid ; 
Where can this idle wench be hid ? 
No news of Phyl ! the bridegroom came. 
And thought his bride had lkulk*d for fhame ; 
Becaufe her father us*d to fay. 
The girl badfucb a hqfbful 'way ! 

Now John the butler muft be fent 
To learn the road that Phyllis went. 
The groom was wifli*d to faddle Crop ; 
For John muft neither light nor flop, 
But find her, wherefoe'er ihe fled. 
And bring her back, alive or dead. 

See here again the devil to do ! 
For truly John was mifling too : 
The horfe and pillion both were gone I 
Phyllis, it feems, was fled with John. 

Old Madam, who went up to find 
What papers Phyl had left behind, 
A letter on the toilet fees, 
Tfl mj much-honour* dfatbir — thefe — 
(Tis always done, romances tell us. 
When daughters run away witli fellows) 
Fill'd with the choiceft common-placcs,^ 
By others usM in the like cafes. 
** That long ago z fortune-teller 
** Exaftly faid what now bcfel her j 
" And in zglafs had made her fee 
** Kferving-man of tow degree, 

■ "ft 
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^ It was hit fait J mull be forgiven ; 

" For marriages ijuere made in heaven : 

" His pardon bcgg'd : but, to be plain, 

«* She 'd do */, if 'twere to do again t 

*« Thank'd God, 'twas neither fiame nor Jin ; 

** For John was come of boneji kin, 

** Love never thinks of rich and poor : 

** She *d beg wtb John from door, to door, 

** Forgive her, if it be a crime ; 

** She *11 never do 't another time* 

** She ne'er before in all her life 

** Once difobey'd him, maid nor nvife, 

** One argument flie fumm'd up all in, 

*' The thing nvas done, andpaft recalling ; 

*• And therefore hop'd flie ihould recover 

*• His favour, when his fajfion *s over. 

«< She valued not what others thought her» 

** And was — his moft obedient daughter" 

Fair maidens, all attend the Mufe, 
Who now the wandering pair purfues : 
Away they rode in homely fort. 
Their journey long, their money fhort ; 
The loving couple well bemir'd j 
The horfe and both the riders tir'd : 
Their vi£luals bad, their lodging worfe ; 
Phyl cry'd ! and John began to curfe : 
Phyl wifh'd, that fhe had ftrain'd a limb. 
When firft the ventured out with him j 
John wifh'd, that he had broke a leg,. 
When firft for her he quitted Peg. 

1 But 
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But what adventures more befel them', 
The Mufe hath now no" time to tell th6m. 
How Johnny wheedled, threatenM, fawnM> 
Till Phyllis all her trinkets pawn'd : 
How oft' flie broke her mtfrriage vows 
In kindnefs to maintain her fpbufe, 
Till f wains unwholesome fpoil'd the trade ; 
For now the furgeortS muft be paid, 
To whom thofe perquifites arc goiie. 
In Chriftian juftice due to John. 

When food and raiment now grew fcarce. 
Fate put a period to the farce. 
And with exaft poetic juftice ; 
For John was landlord, 'Phyllis hoHefs ; 
They keep, at Staines, the Old Blue Boar, 
Are cat and dog, and rogue and whore. 



AD AMICUM ERUDITUM 
THOMAM SHERIDAN. 1717. 

irVELlCIiE Sheridan Mufarum, dukis amice, 
^^ Si tibi propitius Permcfli ad fiumen Apollo 
Occurrac, feu te minium convivia lidcnr, 
.ffiquivocofque fales fpargis, feu ludere vcrfu 
Mallesj die, Sheridan, quifnam fuit ille deorum. 
Quae melior natura orto tibi tradidit artem 
Rimandi genium puerorum, at([ue ima cerebri 
Scrutandi ? Tibi nafccnti ad cunabula Pallas 

Aflit 
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Aftitit ; & dixit, mentis prafaga futurae, 
Heu, puer infelix I noftro fub fidere natu8 ; 
Nam tu pectus eris fine corpore, corporis umbra ; 
Sed levitate umbram fuperabis, voce cicadam : 
Mufca femur, palmas tibi mus dedit, ardea crura. 
Corpore fed tenui tibi quod natura ncgavit, 
Hoc animi dotes fupplebunt j teque docente. 
Nee longum tcmpus, furgct tibi dofta juventus, 
Artibus egregiis animas inftrufta novellas. 
Grex hinc Paeoniusvenit, ecce, falutiftr orbu 
Aft, illi caufas orant; his infula vifa eft 
Divinam capiti nodo conftringere mitram. 

Natalis te horae noa faHunt figna, fed ufque 
Confcius, expedias puero feu laetus Apollo 
Nafcenti arrifit j five ilium frigidus horror 
Saturni premit, aut feptem inflavere triones. 

Qjiin tu alte pcnitufque latentia femina cernis, 
Quaeque diu obtundcndo olim fub luminis auras 
Erumpent, prom is j quo ritu faepe puella 
Sub cinere hefterno fopitos fufcitat ignes. 

Te dominum agnofcit quocunque fub a«re natus ; 
<iuos indulgentis nimium cuftodia matris 
Peflundat : nam fiaepe vides in ftipite matrem. 
Aureus at ramus, venerandae dona Sibvllae, 
-Slneae fedes tantum patefecit Avernus \ 
Saepe puer tua quem teti^ic fcmel aurea virga 
Coelumque terrafque videt, no6tcmque protundam. 
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HORACE, BOOK IV. ODEIX 
ADDRESSED TO ABP. KING. 1718. 

TTIRTUE conccaPd within our brcaft 

^ Is inaftivity at beft : 
But never (ball the Mufe endure 
To let your virtues lie obfcure. 
Or fufFcr Envy to conceal 
Your labours for the public weal. 
Within your bread all wifdom lies, 
Either to govern or advife ; 
Your fteady foul prefetves her frame 
In good and evil times the fame. 
Pale Avarice and lurking Fraud 
Stand in your facred prefence aw'd ; 
Your hand alone from gold abftains, 
Wliich drags the flaviih world in chains. 

Him for a happy man I own, 
Whofc fortune is not overgrown ; 
And happy he, who wifely knows 
To ufe the gifts that Heaven beAows; 
Or, if it pleafe the Powers Divine, 
Can fufifer want, and not repine. 
The man, who infamy to (bun 
into the arms of death would run. 
That man is ready to defend 
With life his country or his friend. 
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To Mr. DEL ANY, Nov. lo, lyiS* 

TO you, whofe virtues, I muft own 
With ihame, I have too lately known s 
To you, by Art and nature taught 
To be tlie man I long have fought, 
JIad not ill Fate, perverfe and blinds 
Plac'd you in life too far behind ; 
<Or, what I Ihould repine at more, 
yPlac'd me in life too far before : 
To you the Mufe tliis verfe beftows, 
''Which might as well have been in profe i 
No thought, no fancy, no fublime, 
JBiit fimple topicks told in rhyme. 

Talents for< converfation "fit, 
Are humour, breeding, fepfe, and wit : 
The laft, as boundlcfs as the wind, 
Is well conceived, though not defined : 
For, func, by wit irxhiefly meant 
Applying well what we invent. 
What humour is, not all the tribe 
Of logick*aiongers can defcribe $ 
Here nature only a6U her part, 
Unhelp'd by .practice, books, or art : 
For wit and humour differ quite; 
That gives furprize, and this delight. 
Humour is odd, grotefque, and wild, 
Only by afife^tation fpoil'd : 

Tis 
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*Tis never by invention got, 
"Men hjiye it when they know it not. 

bur converfation to refine, 
Humour and wit muft both combine : 
From both wc learn to railly well, 
Wherein fometimes the French excel. 
Voiture, in various lights, difplays 
That irony which turns to praife : 
His genius firft found out the rule 
For an obliging ridicule : 
He flatters with peculiar air 
The brave, the witty, and the fair t 
And fogls would fancy he intends 
A fatire, where he mofl commends. 
But, as a poor pretending beau, 
Becaufe he fain would make a ihow, 
Nor can arrive at filv<^ lace, 
Takes up with copper in the place : 
So the pert dunces of mankind, 
Whene'er they would be thought refin'd. 
As if the difference lay abfbrule 
"•Twixt raillery and grofs abufc ; 
To Ihew their parts, will fcold and rail^ 
Like porters o'er a pot of ale. 
Such is that clah of boifterous bears, 
Always together by the ears j 
Shrewd fellows and arch wags, a tribe 
That meet for notlning but a gibe ; 
Who firft run one another down, 
• ^d then fall foul on all the town ; 



TO MR. DEL ANY. i(f 

Skilled in the horfe-laugh and dry rub. 
And caird by excellence The Club, 
1 mean your Butler, Dawfon, Car, 
All fpecial friends, 4ind always jar. 
The mettled and the vicious fteed 
Differ as little in their breed $ 
Nay, Voiture is as like Tom Leigh 
As rudenefs is to repartee. 

If what you faid I wifh unfpoke, 
^TVill not fuffice it was a joke-: 
Reproach not, though in jeA, a friend 
I For thofe defe6is he cannot mend ; 
[His lineage, calling, ihapc, or fenfe, 
[If nam*d with fcorn, gives juft offence. 
What ufe in life to make men fret, 
art in worfe humour than they met ? 
Thus all fociety is loft, 
^cn laugh at one another's coft ; 
ad half the company is tcaz'd, 
bat came together to be pleas'd : 
• all buffoons have moftin view 
) pleafe thcmfelvcs by vexing you. 
lYou wonder now to fee me write 
gravely on a fubje6l light ; 
ne part of what I here defign 
gards a friend ♦ of your's and mine ; 
ho, neither void of fenfe nor wit, 
I feldom judges what is fit, 

* Dr. Sheridan. 
Vol. L M Sut 
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But failles oft' beyond his bounds,. 
And takes unmeafurable rounds. 

When jefts arc carried on too far, 
And the loud laugh begins the war, 
You keep your countenance for ihame, 
Yet ftill you think your friend to blame r 
For, though men cry they love a jeft, 
Tis but when others ftand the teft 5 
And (would you have their meaning known) 
They love a jeft that is their own. 

You muft, although the point be nicc^ 
Beftow your friend fomc good advice : 
One hint from you will fet him right. 
And teach him how to be polite. 
Bid him, like you, obfervc with care, 
Whom to be hard on, whom to fparc ; 
Nor indiftinflly to fuppofe 
All fubjcfts like Dan Jackfon's nofe *. 
To ftudy the obliging jeft. 
By reading thofe who teach it beft ; 
For profc I recommend Voiturc*s, • 
For verfe (I fpeak my judgement) youn» 
He '11 find the fecret out from thence, 
To rhyme all day without offence ; 
And I no more (hall tlien accufe 
The flirts of his ill-manner*d Mufe. 

If he be guilty, you muft mend him ; 
If he be innocent, defend him. 

* Which was af::crwards tlie fubjcft of fcvcral poei 
by Dr. Swift and others. 

A LEFT- 
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A LEFT-HANDED LETTER 

TO DR. SHERIDAN* i;!*. 

Sir, 

X E LANY reports it, and he has a flircwd tongue, 

^ That we both aft the part of the clown and 

cow-dung ; 
e lye cramming ourfelves, and are ready to burft^ 
;t fHll are fto wifer than we were at iirft. 
idei h4tc opprobriuy I freely muft tell ye, 

diet fotuijfe, et non poiuije refelli, 
\ough Delany advis'd you to plague me no longer, 
>u reply and rejoin like Hoadly of Bangor, 
nuft now, at one fitting, pay off my old fcore ; 
3W many to anfwer ? One, two, three, four. 
It, bccaufe the tliree former are long ago paft, 
3iall, for method fake, begin with the lad. 
3U treat me like a boy that knocks down his foe, 
Tio, ere t'other gets up, demands the rifing b'ow. 
5t I know a young rogue, that, thrown flat on the field, 
''ould, as he lay under, cry out. Sirrah ! yield. 

the French, when ourGenerals foundly did pay them : 
''ent triumphant to church, and fang floutly Te Deum. 
> the famous Tom Leigh, wnen quite run aground, 
)mes off by out-laughing the company round. 

every vile pamphlet you '11 read the fame fancies, 
aving thus overthrown all our funher advances. 

• The humour of this poem is partly lofl:, by the im- 
iEbility of printing it kft-handed as it was written. 
M 2 My 
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My offers of peace you ill underftood : 
Friend Sheridan, when will you know your o^;^ goodi 
*Twas to teach you in modefter language your duty ; 
For, were you a dog, I could not be rude t'ye : 
As a good quiet foul, who no mifchief intends 
To a quarrelfome fellow, . cries, Let us be friends. 
But we like Antaeus and Hercules fight, 
The oftener you fall, the oftener you write ; 
And I '11 ufe you as he did that overgrown clown, 
I '11 firft take you up, and then take you down : 
And, 'tis your own cafe, for you never can wound 
The worlt dunce in your fchool, till he *s heav'd froBD 
the ground. 

I beg your pardon for uiing my left-hand, but I wti 
in great hade, and the other hand was employed at the 
fame time in writing fome letters of bufinefs. —I will 
fend you the reft when I have leifure : but pray come 
to dinner with the company you met here laft. 

A MOTTO for Mr. JASON HASARD, 

Woollen-Draper in Dublik; 

Whofe Sign was the Golden-Flebcb. 

JASON, the valiant prince of Greece, 
From Colchos brought the Golden Fleece: 
We comb the wool, refine the fluff, 
For modern Jafon, that 's enough. 
Oh! could we tame yon ivatcbful* Dragon, 
Old Jafon would have Icfs to brag on. 

♦ England. 

TO 
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TO DR. SHERIDAN. 1718. 

TXT H AT E * E R your predeccflbrs taught us, 

^' I have a great erteem for Plautus ; 
And think your boys may gather therc-hcncc 
More wit and humour than from Terence. 
But as to comic Ariftophanes, 
The rogue too vicious and too prophane is. 
I went in vain to look for Eupolis 
Down in the Strand *, juft where the New Pole is -, 
For I can tell you one thing, that 1 caa 
(You will not find it in the Vatican). 
He and Cratinus us'd, as Horace fays, 
To take his greatcft grandees for alfcs. 
Poets, in ihofc days, us'd to venture high; 
But thefe are loft full many a century. 
Thus you may fee, dear friend, ex pede hence, 
My judgement of the old Comedians. 

Proceed to Tragicks : fii-ft, Euripides 
(An author where I fometimes dip a-tlays) 
Is rightly cenfur'd by the Stagirite, 
Who fays, his numbers do not fadge aright. 
A friend of mine that author dcfpifcs 
So much, he fwcais the very bell piccu is. 
For aught he knows, as bad as Thcfpis'sj 
And that a woman, in thefe tragedies, 
Commonly fj)eaking, but a fad jade is. - 

* The faft may be truc^ but the rhyme coft mc fomc 
trouble. Swift. 

M 3 At 
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At leaft, I *m well aflur'd, that no folk lays 

The weight on him they do on Sophocles. 

But, above all, I prefer ^fchylus, 

Whofe moving touches, when they pleafe, kill ut. 

And now I find my Mv.fe but ill able, 
To hold out longer in Triflyllable. 
I chofe thofe rhymes out for their difficulty $ 
Will you return as hard ones if I c»ll t'ye ? 

STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY, 

March 13, 171S-19. 
O T E L L A this day is thirty-four, 
^ (We iha' n't difpute a year or more) : 
However, Stella, be not troubled. 
Although thy fize and years are doubled. 
Since firft I faw thee at lixteen. 
The brightert virgin on the green: 
So little is thy form declin'd ; 
Made up fo largely in thy mind. 

Oh, would it pleafc the gods to fplit 
Thy beauty, fize, and years, and wit 1 
No age could furnifli out a pair 
Of nymphs fo graceful, wife, and fair; 
With half the luftre of your eyes. 
With half your wit, your years, and fize. 
And then, before it grew too late. 
How Ihould I beg of gentle Fate 
(That cither nymph might have her fwain) 
To fplit mv worfhip too in twain ! 

DIL 
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DR. SHERIDAN TO DR. SWIFT. 17 19, 
^TX EAR Dean, fince in crures and puns you and I deal, 
•^^ Pray why is a woman a ficvc and a riddle } 
*Tis a thought that came into my noddle this morning* 
In bed as 1 lay, Sir, a-tofling and turning. 
You '11 find, if you read but a few of your hidories. 
All women as Eve, all women are myderies. 
To find out this riddle I know you Ml be eager. 
And make every one of i\\c fex a Belphegor. 
But that will not do, for I mean to commend them : 
I fwear without jcd I an honour intend them. 
In a (ievet Sir, their anticnt cxtra£Vion I quite tell. 
In a riddle I give you their power and their title. 
This I told you before: do you know what I mean,^ir? 
"** Not I, by my troth. Sir." — Then read it again, Sir- 
Thc reafon I fend you thefc lines of rhymes double 
Is purely through pity, to favc you the trouble 
Of thinking two hours for a rhyme as you did la(l{ 
When your Pcgafus cantcr'd it triple, and rid faft. 

As for my little nag, which I keep at ParnaHu&t 
Willi Phoebus's leave, to run with his alTcs, 
He goes (low and fure, and he never is jaded, 
'Willie your fiery (Iced is whippM, fpurr'd, badinadeiL 

THE DEAN'S ANSWER. 

T N reading your letter alone in my hackney, 
•■■ Your damnable riddle my poor brains did rack nigh. 
And when with much labour the matter I crackt, 
t found you miftaken in matter of fad. 

M 4 A wo- 
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A woman 's no iieve (for with that you begin }, 
Becaufe ihe lets out more than e'er (he takes in. 
And that ihe 's a riddle, can never be right. 
For a riddle is dark, but a woman is light. 
But, grant her a iieve, I can fay fomething archer: 
Pray what is a man ? he 's a fine linen feercber. 

Now tell me a thing that wants interpretadon, 

What name for a ^ maid, was thelirft man's damnii 

If your worfhip will pleafe to explam me this rthu 

I fwear from henceforward you ihall be my Phoebi 

From my hackney-coach, Sept. ii^ 

1719, pad 12 at noon. ' 



STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY, 17: 

ALL travelers at firft incline 
•^^ Where-e'er they fee the faired fign ; 
And, if they find the chambers neat. 
And like the liquor and the meat. 
Will call again, and recommend 
The Angel-inn to every friend. 
What though the painting grows decay'd. 
The houfe will never lofe its trade : 
Nay, though the treacherous tapftcr Thomas 
Hangs a new Angel two doors from us,. 
As fine as daubers' hands can make it. 
In hopes that fbrangers may midake it, 

* Fir Gift, Man-trap. 
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We think it both a ihame and (in 
Taquit the true old Atagel-inn. 

Now this is Stella's cafe in fa6t. 
An angeVs face a little crack'd 
(Could poets or could painters fix 
How angek look at thirty-iix) : 
This d^w us in at firfl to find 
In fuch a form an angePs mind ; 
And tYtij virtue now fupplies 
The fainting rays of Stella's eyes. 
See at her levee crouding fwains, 
Whom Stella freely entertains 
With breedhg, humour, wit, and fcnfc ; . 
And puts them but to fmall expenccj 
Their mind fo plentifully fills, 
And makes fuch reafonable bidls, 
So little gets for what (he gives 
We really wonder how flie lives ! 
And, had her flock been lefs, no doubt 
She muft have long ago run out. 

Then who can think we *11 quit the place, 
When Doll hangs out a newer face ? 
Or (lop and light at Cloe's head, 
With fcraps and leavings to be fed.? 

Then, Cloe, (lill go on to prate 
Of thirty-fix, and thirty-eight ; 
Purfue your trade of fcandal-picking. 
Your hints, that Stella is no chicken ; 
Your innuendos, when you tell us, 
That Stella loves to talk with fellows i 

And 
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And let me warn you to believe 

A truth, for which your foul fhould grieve; 

That, fhould you live to fee the day 

When Stella's locks muft all be grey. 

When age muft print a furrowed trace 

On every feature of her face ; 

Though you, and all your fcnfelefs tribe^ 

Could arty or time, or nature bribe. 

To make you look like Beauty's Qj^een^ 

And hold for ever at fifteen ; 

Ko bloom of youth can ever blind 

The cracks and wrinkles of your mind ; 

All men of fcnfe will pafs your door. 

And croud to Stella's at fourfcore« 

TO STELLA. 

Who coUeded and tranfcribed his Poems, 1720U 

A S, when a lofty pile is rais'd, 
^^ We never hear tlie workmen prais'd. 
Who bring the lime, or place the ftones i 
But all admire Jnigo Jones : 
So, if this pile of fcatter'd rhjrmes 
Should be approv'd in after-times; 
If it both pleafes and endures. 
The merit and the praife are yours. 

Thou, Stella, wert no longer youn^ 
When firft for thee my harp was ftrung. 
Without one word of Cupid's darts, 
Cf killing eyes, or bleeding heam : 

Witli 



TO STELLA. tj% 

With Friendfhip and Efteem pofifeft, 
I ne'er admitted Love a guefV. 

In all the habitudes of life, 
The friend, the miftrefs, and the wife. 
Variety we ftiU purfue. 
In pleafure feek for fomething new ; 
Or elfe, comparing with the reft, 
Take comfort, that our own is beft j 
JThe beft we value by the worft 
(As tradefmen ihew their traih at firft) : 
But his purfuits were at an end. 
Whom Stella chufes for z friend. 

A Poet ftarving in a garret. 
Conning all topicks Hke a parrot, 
Invokes his Miftrefs and his Mufe, 
And ftays at home for want of fhoes : 
Should but his Mufe defcending drop 
A flice of bread and mutton-chop; 
Or kindly, when his credit 's out. 
Surprize him with a pint of ftout ; 
Or patch his broken ftocking-foals^ 
Or fend him in a peck of coals i 
Exalted in his mighty mind, 
He flies, and leaves the ftars behind x 
Counts all his labours amply paid. 
Adores her for the timely aid. 

Or, fhould a porter make enquiries 
For Chloe, Sylvia, Phyllis, Iris ; 
Be told the lodging, lane, and fign. 
The bowers that hold thofe aymphs divine; 
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I'^^^^rSfatUv.ould not know 

T.ruepoe«"»^P ^ aVfe, 
Theyatenot cu ^ ^^„,,. 

To beauty. <ircfe'P,„,,«r^'^. 
■What Stoics e*" "^ . .d » hour : 
?^V,y could not ^^-^iftoclc. 

TbatmuftourexP^ jboot. 

A„d, making on^;»f,oot: 
Die ttie next year fo;^^^^^.^g 

Before 1 c<»W ^^ ,^„ th.ng. 
PeAapsyou're-^Jj;j^,,„i„.atasfl.u^^ 

S°^*'''fomTuburb trull, 
To celebrate fo*"**** 



TO STELLA, 175 

•"His (imilics in order fct, 
And every crambo he could get. 
Had gone through all the common- places 
Worn out by wits, who rhyme on facer: 
Before he could his poem clofe. 
The lovely nymph had loft her nofe. 

Your virtues fafely I commend ; 
They on no accidents depend : 
Let malice look with all her eyes. 
She dares not fay the poet lyes, 

Stella, when you thefe lines tranfcribc. 
Left you fhould take them for a bribe, 
Refolv'd to mortify your pride, 
I '11 here expofe your weaker fide. 

Your fpirits kindle to a flame, 
Mov'd with the lighteft touch of blame; 
And, when a friend in kindnefs tries 
To fliew you where your error lies, 
• Conviftion docs but more incenfe ; 
Pcrverfenefs is your whole defence ; 
Truth, judgement, wit, give place to fpigjit, 
Regardlefs both of wrong and right ; 
Your virtues all fufpended wait 
Till time hath openM reafon's gate ; 
And, what is worfc, your paflion bends 
Its force againft your neareft friends. 
Which manners, decency, and pride. 
Have taught you from the world to hide : 
In vain ; for fee, your friend hath brought 
To public light your only fault; 

And 
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And yet a fault we often find 
Mix'd in a noble generous mind ; 
And may compare to Etna's fire. 
Which, though with trembling, all admi 
The heat, that makes the fummit glow, 
Enriching all the vales below. 
Thofe who in warmer climes complain 
From Phoebus* rays they fufFer pain, 
Mufl own that pain is largely paid 
By generous wines beneath a fbader 

Yet, when I find your paffions rife. 
And anger fparkling in your eyes, 
I grieve thofe fpirits ihould be fpcnt. 
For nobler ends by nature meant. 
One paflion with a different turn 
Makes wit inflame, or anger bum : 
^ the fun*s heat with different powers 
Ripens the grape, the liquors fours : 
TThus Ajax, when with rage poffeft 
By Pallas breath'd into his bread. 
His valour would no more employ. 
Which might alone have conquered Troy 
But, blinded by refentment, feeks 
For vengeance on his friends the Greeks. 

You think tliis turbulence of blood 
From ftagnating preferves the flood. 
Which thus fermenting by degrees 
Exalts the fpirits, fm ks the lees. 

Stella, for once you reafon wrong ; 
JFor, ihould tliis ferment lad too long. 



TO STELLA. i^^ 

By time fubfiding, you may find 
Nothing but acid left behind ; 
From paffion you may then be freed. 
When peevifhnefs and fp}een fucceed. 

Say, Stella, when you copy next. 
Will you keep fbriftly to the text ? 
Dare you let thefe reproaches fland. 
And to your failing fet your hand ? 
Or, if thefe lines your anger fire. 
Shall they in bafer flames expire ? 
Whene'er they burn, if bum they mufV, 
They '11 prave my accufation julL. 

TO STELLA, 

Vifiting me in my Sicknefs, 1720 *• 

P ALL AS, obferving Stella's wit 
•'' Was more than for her fex was fit. 
And that her beauty, fbon or late, 
Might breed confuiion in the flate. 
In high concern for human^kind, 
Fix'd honour in her infant mind. 

But (hot in wranglings to engage 
With fuch a ftupid vicious agq) 
If honour I would here define. 
It anfwers faith in things divine. 
As natural life the body warms. 
And, fcholars teach, the foul informs; 
So honour animates the whole. 
And is the fpirit of the foul. 

* See the verfes on her Birth-day, 1725-4. 

% ' Thofc 
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Thofc numerous irirtues which the tribe 
Of tedious moralilh defcribe, 
And by fuch various titles call. 
True honour comprehends them all. 
Let melancholy rule fupreme, 
Choler prefide, or blood, or phlegm, 
It makes no difference in the cafe, 
Nor is complexion honour's place. 

But, left we ihould for honour take. 
The drunken quarrels of a rake; 
Or think it feated in a fear, 
Or on a proud triumphal car. 
Or in the payment of a debt 
We lofe with ihaipers at picquet ; 
Or when a whore in her vocation 
Keeps punfbual to an aflignation ; 
Or that on which his lordfliip fwears. 
When vulgar knaves would lofe their ears ; 
Let Stella's fair example preach 
A lefTon ihe alone can teach. 

In points of honour to be try*d. 
All paffions muft be laid afide : 
Alk no advice, but think alone ; 
Suppofc the queftion not your own. 
How fhall I a6l ? is not the cafe ; 
But how would Brutus in my place ? 
In fuch a cafe would Cato bleed ? 
And how would Socrates proceed > 

Drive all objeftions from your mind, 
Elfe you relapfe to human-kind : 

Am 
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Ambition, avaricCy and lud, 
And fa6kious rage, and breach of trull. 
And flattery tlpt with naufeous fleer 
And guilty fhame, and fcrvilc fear. 
Envy, and cruelty, and pride, 

Will in your tainted heart prefidc. 
Heroes and heroines of old 

By honour only were inrolPd 

Among their brethrea in the Ikies, 

To vvhich (though late) (hall Stella rife. 

Ten thoufand oaths upon record 

Arc not fo facred as her word : 

The world fliall in its atoms end, 

Ere Stella can deceive a friend, 

^y honour feated in her breaft 

She Aill determines what is bcfl : 

^hat indignation in her mind 

Againft inflavers of mankind ! 

Safe kings, and minifters of ilate, 

Eternal objefts of her hate ! 
She thinks that nature ne'er defiga'd 

Courage to man alone confin'd. 

Can cowardice her fcx adorn, 

^^'hich mod expofcs ours to fcorn ? 

She wonders where the charm appears 

In Florimers -atFeftcd fears ; 

For Stella never Icarn'd the art 

At proper times to fcream and ilart ; 

Nor calls up all the houfe at night. 

And fwears Ihe faw a thing in white. 
Vol. L N Doll 
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Doll never flies to iiit lkv1j(ei% 
;Or thro^ cold water fh her fkce» 
Becaufe (he hear^ a fiiddeh ^ruin. 
Or found an ei^pvig'in a plum. 

Her hearers are ai^az*d ir6m wHesfdi 
Proceeds that'funH of wit andfeufe*; 
Whichy though her moidefty would Ibi 
Breaks like the fun behind a cloud:; 
While gracefulnefs itis art conceals, 
And yet through every m'dtion fteals. 

Say, Stella, was Prometheus blind. 
And, forming yo^, miftook your kibti 
No ; 'twas for you alone he flple 
The fire that forms a manly foul ; 
Then, to compleat it every way. 
He moulded it with female clay : 
To that you owe the nobler flame^ 
To this the beauty of your frame. 

How would ingradtudc delight. 
And how would cehfure glut her fpigh 
If I (hould Stella's kindnefs hide 
In filence, orfotget with pride I 
When on my fickly couch I lay 
Impatient both of night ahd day^ 
Lamenting in unmanly ffannns, 
Call'd every power to eafe my pdns i 
Then Stella ran to my relief 
With chearful fa^e and fn'w^ grief; 
And, though by Heavtn's fe^ere 'decto 
She fufien'ibdttriy iaore iHka' ikic^ 
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Ifo cruel maibr couM require, 
^From {laves emfdoy'd for daily hire. 

What Stella, by her friendihip warm'd^ 
'With vigour and tklight ptrform'd : 
liffy-fi^kingf (pints how fuppUcs 
'With cordiftkin her hands and eyea s 
^ow with a foft>and (ilent tread 

Unheard (he mevcs about,iny hed. 
^I fee her taile each naufeous dr^ght; 

And fo t>bligbgly am caught, 
>:1 blefs the hand^from whence they came, 
' Nor daredlftort my face'for ihame. 
Bed pattern of true friends ! beware: 

You pay too idearly-ibr your care, 
'If, ^llc yourteiidemeffs'fecuiies 

My life it xmift endanger yours ; 

For Aich^ft-foc^ was nerer found, 
'Who puU'd a pakce to the ground, 
'Only: to have the ruins made 

l^ateciaiscfor an hott(e dccay'd. 

A «[ E >L c£ 6 Y 

On theDEATH of DEMAR, the Us^jreh; 

Who died the foth of July, 1720. 

M^NOW MmtnlythrfeprtfeuiSy Death (he tamer 
By mortgmge bath fccur'd the corp/e of Denor 4 
.lk)r tanfaur itutdnd thwfand fterhng pound 
•Redeem h^ froin;his;^ri/^ff under grouod. 

' N a ^ HU 
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His heirs might well, of aHhis wealth poflefs'tj, 

Beftow to bury, him ope iron cheft, 

Plutus the god gf wealth will joy to know 

His faithful fteward in the (hades below. 

He walk'd the flreets, and woje a threadbare cloal 

He din'd and fupp*d at charge of other folk : 

And by his looks, had he held out hjs palms. 

He might be thought an objedt fit for alms. 

So, to the poor if he rcfus'd his pelf, 

He us'd them full as kindly as hiaifclf. 

Where'er he went, he never faw his bitters; 
Lordsy knigbtSi SLud /quires, were all his humble del 
And under band znd/eal thelriih nation 
Were forc'd to own to him their obligation. 

He that could once have half a kingdom bought 
In half a minute is not worth a groat. 
His coffers from the coffin could not fave. 
Nor all his intereft keep him from the grave. 
A golden monument would not be right, 
Becaufe we wifh the earth upon.hi^n light* 

Oh London tavern * ! thou haft loft a friend. 
Though in thy walls he ne'er did farthing fpend : 
He toucb'd t\\t fence, when. others toucKd the pot\ 
The hand that lign'd the mortgage paid the ihot. 

Old as he was, no vulgar known difeafc 
On him could ever-boaft a power to feizc ; 
** t But, as he weigh'd his gold, grim Death inf] 
'< Caft-in his dart, which made ;hree moidgres'lig 

* A tavern in Dublin, where Demar kept his < 
t Thefe four lines were written by Stella. 
4 
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f And, as he faw his darling money fail, 
' Blew his lad breath, to fink the lighter fcale." 
le who fo long was current, 'twould be Grange 
f he fliould now be crfd dtrwn fince his change. 

The /exton fliall green fods on thee bcftow j 
\las, the /exton is thy banker now I 
\ difmal banker mufl that banker be^ 
Who gives no bills but of mortality. 

EPITAPH ON A MISER. 

T^ENEATH this verdant killock lies 
'■^ Demar, the luealtbj and the *wi/e. 
His beirs, that he might fafely reft, 
Have put his cat cafe in a chefi ; 
Tl>e very cheft, in which, they fay, • 
His other felf, his money, lay. 
Andy if his heirs continue kind 
Tb that dear yj"^ he left behind, 
I dare believe, that four in five 
-Will tliink his better balfil^we. • 

TO MRS. HOUGHTON OF BORMQUNT. 

Upon praifing her Hulband to Dr. Swift. 

"^OU always are making a God of your Spoufe ; 

But this neither Reafon nor Confcicnce allows : 
Perhaps you will fay, 'tis in gratitude due, 
And "yeu adore him, bccaufe he adores you. 
Yotir argument *s weak, and fo you will find ; 
For you, by this rule, muft adore all mankind. 

N 3 VERSES, 
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VERSES, WRITTEN ON A WINDOW 

At the Dbanry House^.St. Patrick's, 

A RE the guefl^ of Ms haute ftiH doomed to b 
•^^ cheated r [treated 

Sure, the fates have decreed diey by hahres fliould b 
In the days of good * John, if yoa came here to dme. 
You had choice of good meaty but no choice of goo 
In Jonathan's reign, if you come here to eat, [wbc 
You have choice of good wine, but no cfa(rfcc of good meat 
Oh, Jove ! then how fully might all fides be bkfl. 
Would *ft thou but agree to this humble requeft ? 
Put both deans in one ; or, if that *s too much trouble, 
Indead of the deans, make the deanry double. 

ON ANOTHER WINDOWf. 

A BARD, on whom Phcebus his Ipirit beAow'd^ 
^^ Rcfolvkig t* acknowledge the IxHinty he ow'd. 
Found out a new method at once of confefling^ 
And making the moft of fo mighty a blefling : 
To the God he 'd be grateful ; but mortals he 'd chouie 
By making his patron prefide in his houfe; 
And wifely fyrcfaw this advantage from thence, 
That the God would in hcmour bear moft of th* eipeoee 
So the bard he finds drink, and leaves Phoebus to treat 
With the thoughts he infpirw, regardlefs of meat. 
Hence they, that come hither expelling to dine. 
Arc always fobb'd off with (heer wit and iheer wine* 

• Dean Sttme was diftii^uiihed for bis hefpitality, 
t By Dr. Delany, in conjufi6lion with Stella» 

APOLLC 



c ««3 r 



APOLLQ to the DEAN. 1720. 

r> IGHT trufty, and fo forth — \vc let you to know 
*^ Wc arc very ill us'd by you monals below. 
For, firft, I havf often by chemiftb been told, 
rhou|^ I know DOtli'mg on 'r, it it I tint make golJ, 
Which when yo)J have got, you fo carefully hide it. 
That, iince I was born, I hardly have fpyM it. 
Then it muft be allowed, thac^ whenever I (bine, 
I forward the grafs, and I ripei) the vine ; 
To nu( thp good fellows apply for relief, 
Without \yhoni they could get neither eUnt nor beef: 
Vet theic ^ne and their viAuals thcfe curmudgeon 

liibl>i(rds 
Lpck up from my (ight in cellars and cupboards. 
That I have an ill eye, they wickedly thinks 
And taiAjt all their meat, and four all their drink. 
But, thirdly and laftly, it mud be alloNV'^y 
I- alone cap infpire the poetical crowd t 
This is gratefully o\ynM by each boy in tfie coUegCi 
Whom if I iafpMlf , ^ is pot ;o my knowledge. 
This cvcr^ pretender to rhy^ie will admit, 
\^Mijiioyt ^?xn;ib)iAg l¥$ head about judgeipent op wit. 
Thefe gentl^mpp ufe pne wich kindnefs and freedom* 
And as fqr their works, when I plcafe I may read 'em 1 
They -lie oppp on p.virppfe on counters and mUsi 
And the titles I yiew, w^cn I iliine on the walls. 
But a CDjgaradp 0^ yours, that traitor Delanyi 
Whom 1 for yjPW falie love b(?ttcr ihfin an^, 

N 4 ' Aii4> 
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And, of my mere motion and fpecial good grace, 

T-ntended in time to Succeed in your place, . 

On Tuefday the tenth feditioufly came 

With a certain fa)fe traitrcfs, one Stella by name. 

To the deanry. houfe, and on the nonh glafs. 

Where for fear of the cold I never can pafs, 

Then and there, «yi 6f armis, ^-ith a certain uteniil; 

Of value five (hillings, in Englifti'a pencil, 

Did malicioufly, falfely, and traiterouil'y write, 

Whilft Stella aforefaid Ibod by with a light. 

My filler had lately depos'd upon oath. 

That (lie flopt in her courfe to look at them botK : 

That Stella was helping, abetting, and. aiding; 

And fiill, as he writ, flood fmiling and rcatling : 

That her eyes were as bright as myfelf at noon-day, 

But her graceful black locks were all mingled with grey; 

And by the defcription I certainly knowj 

'Tis the nymph that I courted fome ten years ago ; 

Whom when I with the bed of my talents endued 

On her promife of yielding, Ihe a£led the prude : 

That fome verfes were writ with felonious intent, 

Direft to the norths where I never yet went : 

That the letters appeared reversed through the pane. 

But in Stella's bright ej'cs they were plac'd right again; 

Wherein fhe diftinftly could read every line. 

And prefently guefs'd that the fancy was mine* 

She can fwcar to the perfon, whom oft* (he has feen 

At night between Cavan Street and College Green. 

Now you fee why his verfes fo feldom are fhewn ; 

The rcafon is plain, they are none of his own ; 

And 
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And oBfcrve while you live, that no man is (hy 
To difcovcr the goods he came honcftly by. 
If I light on a thought, he will certainly ileal i^, 
Aiid, when he has got it, find ways to conceal it : 
Of tXtthe fine things he keeps in the dark. 
There 's fcarcc one in ten but what has my mark 1 
Axtdlet thera be feen by the world if he dare, 
I *11 make it appear that they 're all ftolen ware. 
But as for the poem he writ on your falh, 
I think I have now got him under my lalh j 
My fifter tranfcrib'd it laft night to his forrow, 
And the publick ihall fee 't, if I li\re till to-morrow; 
Through t4ie zodiac around, it (hall quickly be fprcad 
In all parts of the globe where your language is read. 
He knows very well, I ne'er gave a refufal, 
When he aflc'd for my aid in the forms that are ufual : 
But the fecret is this ; I did lately intend 
To write a few verfes on you, as my friend : 
I ftudied a fortnight, before I could find. 
As I rode in my chariot, a thought to my mind, 
And refolv*d the next winter (for that is my time. 
When the days are at ihorteft) to get it in rhyme 5 
Till then it was lock'd in my box at Parnaffus ; 
When that fubtle companion, in hopes to furpafs us,- 
Conveys outjjiy paper of hints by a trick, 
(For I think in my confcience he deals with Old Nick) 
And, from my own flock piovided with topicks. 
He gets to a window beyond both the tropicks; 
There out of my fight, juft againfl the north zone. 
Writes down my conceits^ and then calls them his own ; 

And 
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And you,^ Hke a bpoby, tlv^ bubbjjc. ps^ %all^ z: 

Now who but Dekny cai;! writ^ like ^^wiifij- 

High treafoR Vy 1P^^tc I yet here you obie^t 

He only ftqU iii^ts^. but t^e verfe is, corc^s 

Though the thought be Apollo*S:t *^5 finely qxpzeAf^r 

So a thief (Uals my hqrfe, 9^<^ has ^19 well 4reis'd. 

K0VV9 whereas Ui^ f^d c]fin(^nal ^piis pa(| m^i^iuffii^ 

We Phoel^us tl^nk fit tp pro^ce^ ^ his (fnt^npe. 

Since Delany has dar'd, liisL^ Pxc^metlig^s his ^,- 

To climb to pur regipn, and thence to (lea|fijcf | 

We order ^ yuUurc/ in lba|:ie of. the fpk«Jt|| 

To prey on his livpr> but not to be feefi. 

And we order pur fubje£ts of every degree 

To believe all })is verfcs were written by mp : 

Andy under the pain of our higheft difp^eafure. 

To pall pQ.tl)ing^is but the fhyn^ and the medTufe* 

And laftly, for Stella, juft out of hpr priipc,. 

I 'm too much revenged already hf time. 

In return to her fcom, I fepd her di&afesi 

But will now b.e her friend wheneyer flie.pleafes : 

And the gifts I btfto\y*d Jijcr will find her ^ loye|:» ; 

Though fhe lives tp be gr^y ad a badger all i)yer* 

IJPWS FROM. PARNASSU8- 
B Y DR. DELANY. 

pARNAS.SUS, February Oie twcn^ty-feventh, 
-* The Poets a0jbmble;d hcce on^the elcxenA,. 
€onvcn'd by Apollo, w^ogve tl^ai-talinow, 
H? 'd have a vicegerent i^ ^s cmp«e bekiW ; • 

But 
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But declay'd that no Basd fhould diis honour ioheriCi, 
Till the reft had agreed he furpafs'd them- in merit. 
Now this, you 'II aHow> wasa di£Scult caify 
For each Bard believ'd he M a right to the place s 
Soy finding th' aiiembly grow warm in debate. 
He put them in raind of his Phaeton's fate : 
'Twas urg'd to no purpofe; diiputes higher rofe, . 
Scarce Phoebus himfelf could their quarrels compofe ; 
Till at length he determined that every Bard 
Should {[each in his turn) be patiently heard. 

Firfl, one who believ'd he excelled in tranflationt 
Pounds his claim on thedo6bine of man's tranimigraupns 
** Since the fbul of great Milton was given to me, 
**■ I hope the convenuon will quickly agree." 
** Agree 1" quoth Apollo : *• from whence is this fool? 
**-l8 he juft come from reading Pythagoras at fohool ? 
** Be gone! Sir, you Ve got your fubfcriptions in tXO)e, 
** And given in return neither reafon nor rhyme/* 

To the next, fiys the God, ** Though now I woja'l 
*• diufe you, 
^ I ^ tcYt you the reaibn for which I refufe you : 
** Love's goddcft has oft' to her parents complain'd 
** Of my favouring a Bard who her empire difdain'd ; 
"That, at my inftigation, apoem you writ,^ 
•* Which to beauty and youth jMrefcrr'd judgement ani 

" wit ; 

" That, to make you> a Laureat, I gave the firft voicc^ . 

** Infpiring the Britons t' approve of my choice; 

«* Jove fent her to mc, her power to try ; 

<* The Goddefs of Beauty what Got! can deny f 

** She 
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" Sh» forbids your preferment j I grant her defire. 

" Appcafe the fair Goddefs : you then may rife higher." 

The next that appeared had good hopes of fucceeding, 
For he rherited much for his wit and his breeding. 
'Twas wife in the Britons no favour to fhow him, 
He elfe might expeft they fhould pay what they owe him. 
And therefore they prudently chofe to difcard 
The Patriot, whofe merits they would not reward. 
The God, with a fmile, bad his favourite advance, 
<* You were fent by Aftraea her Envoy to France : 
•* You bent your ambition to rife in the' (late j 
" T refufe you, becaufe you could floop to be great." 

Then a Bard who had been a fuccefsful Tranflator. 
" The Convention allows me a Vcrfificator." 
Says Apollo, " You mention the leaft of your merit; 
" By your works it appears you have much of my 

« fpirit. 
« I efteem you fo well, that, to tell' you the truth, 
** The greateft objcftion againft you 's your youtli : 
<* Then be not concern'd you are now laid aiide ; 
** If you live, you fhall certainly one day prefide." 

Another, low bending, Apollo thus greets, 
<* 'Twas I taught your fubje6ts to walk through tht 

" ftreets." 
" You taught them to ivalk! why, they knew it before: 
" But give me the Bard that can teach them to /oar, 
** Whenever he claims, 'tis his right, I '11 confcfs, 
•* Who lately attempted my ftyle with fuccefs ;. 
«< Who writes like Apollo has mod of his fpirit, 
** And therefore 'tis juft 1 diflinguilh his merit ; 

" Who 
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' Who makes it appear, by all he has writ, 

* His judgement alone can fet bounds to his wit ; 
' Like Virgil corre£i:, with his own native cafe, 

' But excels even. Virgil in elegant praife ; 

' Who admires the ancients, and knows *tis their due, 

* Yet writes in a nninner entirely new ; 

' Though none with more eafe their depths can explore, 

* Yet whatever he wants he takes from my (lore 5 

* Though I 'm fond of his virtues, his pride I can fee, 

* In fcorning to borrow from any but me j 

'* It is owing to this, that, like Cynthia, his lays 

* Enlighten the world by reflefting my rays." 

This faid, the whole audience foon found but his drift: 
The convention was fpmmon'd in favour of Swift, 

The !R U N open the 'B A'NX E R S, 1720U 

'1^ H E bold encroachers on the deep 
•*■ Gain by degrees huge tra£is of land. 
Till Neptupe, with one general fweep, 
Turns all again to barren ftrand. 

The multitude's capricious pranks 

Are faid to reprefent the feas ; 
Which, breaking bankers and the banks, 

Refunae7i&«V o^wn whene'er they plcafe. 
Money, the life-blood of the nation, 

Corrupts and ftagnates in the veins, 
.Unlefs ^ pro^T circulatiott 

Its motion and its heat maintains. 

Becaufe 
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fakirs and nldtrmen in Ihite 
'LJke j^^if^i have 5few^* every day 

Of dtins attending at their gate. 

''We want our money on the nail j 

The banker 's min'd if he^pays : 
iThey feem to-^Oi an ancient tale f 

The Hrdt arc met to^ip theju^. 

.'Riches, 'the-wifeft monarch- fings, 

«< lfIflke,pinioBSvibr tfaemfeWes to fly i** 

*).They''fiy like bats on par^mumt nmngs^ 
ul^nd geeie their ^fi/i/frpiuaies^fi^pty. 

^o moiiey'lcfc for ^uandering heirs' f 

BUls turn the lenders into debtors : 
'The wiih of Nero bow is theirs, 

•'-That they had never known thdr letters;** 

^Conceive the works of midnight hags, 

Tormenting^ fools ^hind their^uicks : 
^rhus baihkers o^er their bills and bags 
Sit fqueezing images $/ nnax. 

"Conceive the whole enchantment broke; 

^The witches left in open air, 
"^ith power no more than other folk, 

ExposM-with all their ma^ ware. 

'So powerful are a backer's biHs, 

Whe)re creditors demand their due; 
"TThey break up counters, doors, and tllliy 

And leave Uie.emt>ty^chells*-in view. 

5 Thus 
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Thus when an earthquake lets in light 

't%>h the god of gdU and tiH, 
^lUible to endure the fights 

He hides within his darkeft celL 

fAi when A conjurer takes « leafe 

From Satan for a tertn of years. 
The tenant 's in a tjifhial eafe, 

Wheiie Vr tlic Ifka^ hwd Appears. 

J\, hahid banker thus defponidsj 

From his own hand forefees his fkWt 

'They have YiMfoulf wTio have his Wi/i.i 
'Tis like the 'writikgonibt wail. 

•Hmv will Ihe caitiff wretch'be foir'dy 

Wheh'iirft he !tnds himfelf «wilke 
JEHc lite hd tirudipec Oft^rcpar'd, 

Attd all his froffi mc^tintu) ntke I 

For 'in that univerfal fiii 

Few bankers will to Hemn he''mV>\iBtiH| 
Wiey 11 cry, ^* iTe'ihops, upon us' fall • 

" Conceal and cover us, ye counters' l" 

VThc^^cf^iS/r'hdmds theyhiiSri iUall hold, 

Atid they iti'flAtfir mtdwigris*'Jtgbt 
irifodttcVi Wlih 'A\ tlieii> Mlh' kM g(^» 

•'< iVfii^^lSb^liiliiice, ludfimmdil^^ 
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• The Description of an I R I S H FEAST, 

Tranllated almoft literally out of the Original Irilh. ^172©. 

f\ R O U R K ' S noble Fare will ne*er be forgot, 
^^ By thofc who were there, or thofe who were not. 
His revels, to keep, we fup and we, dine 
On feven fcore flieep, fat bullocks, and fwiae. 
'Ufquebaugb to our feaft in pails was brought up. 
An hundred at leaft, and a madder * our cup. 
O there is the fport I we rife with the light 
In diforderly; fort from fnoaring.all night. 

how was I trick'd ! .my pipe it was broke. 
My pocket was pick'd, 1 lolt my new cloak. ^ 

1 'm rifled, qAioth Nell, of : mantle and kercherf-? 
Why then fare them well, the de'el take the fearchor. 
Come, harper, flrikc up ; but, firil, by your favour. 
Boy, give us a cup : ah ! this has fome favour. 
Orourk's jolly boys ne'er dreamt of the matter. 
Till, rous'd by the noife and mufical clatter. 

They bounce from their neft, no lon^r will tarry. 
They rifcready dreft, without on^ave-mary. 
They dance in a round, cutting capers and ramping; 
A mercy the ground did not burft with their ftamping. 
The floor is all wet with leaps and with juipps. 
While the water and fweat fpliih-fplaih in their pumps. 
Blefs yoii late and «arly, Laughlin O Enagin! . 
By my band |, you dance rarely, Margery Grinagin. 
Bring draw for our bed, ihake it down to the feet, 
Then over us fpread the winnowing iheet : 

* A wooden velTel. f Handkerchief, J An Irilh oath. 

To 



AN IRISH FEAST. i()| 

To (hew I don't flinch, fill the bowl up again ; 
Then give us a pinch of your fncczing, ayimn **. 
Good Lord I what a fight, after all tlKiir good cheer, 
For people to fight in the midll of their beer f 
They rife from their fcaft, ami hot arc their brains, 
A cubit at lead the length of tlw ir ikcansf. 
What ftabs and what cuts, what clattering of fticks \ 
What ftrokcs on the guts, what baftings and kicks I 
With cudgels of oak well harden d in flame, 
An hundred heads broke, an hundred ftruck lame. 
You churl, I '11 maintain my fathci built I.ufk, 
The caftlc of Slain, and Carrick Drumruik : 
The earl of Kildarc and Moynalta his brother, 
Ai great as they arc, I was nurft by their mother. 
A(k that of ohl madam \ fhc '11 tell you who 's who 
As far up as Adam, (he knows it is true. 
Come down with that beam, if cudgels arc fcarcc, 
A blow on the wcam, or a kick on the a— fc 

AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG 

On a Seditious PAMi'iiLiiTj, lyio. 
To the tune of, " Tackingion's Pound." 

"DROCADOS and damafks, and tabbies, and gawfoi, 
*^ Are by Robert Ballentine lately brought over, 
With forty things more r now hear what the law lays, 
Whoe'er will not wear ihem, is not the kinj>'s Jovcr. 

* Irifh for a woman. f Daggers or fliort-fwonls. 

t Proi>oral for the univcrfal ufcof Iiifh manwt.i(!^.>\ircs, 
for which Waters the printer was fcvcrely pruiccurel. 
Vol. L . o ' Thoui'h 
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Though a printer and dean 

Seditioufly mean 
ir true Irifh hearts from old England to wean ; 
^t 11 buy Engliih filks for our wives and our daughten. 
1 ffdte of his deanihip and journe3rman Waters. 

n England the dead in woollen are clad, 
The dean and his printer then let us cry fye on | 
To be cloath'd like a carcafe, would make a Teague mad» 
Since a living dog better is than a dead lion. 
Our wives they grow fuHen 
At wearing of woollen. 
And all we poor fliop-keepers muft our horns pull in. 
Then we '11 buy Engliih filks for our wives and our 

daughters, 
In fpite of his deanihip and Journeyman Waters. 

Whoever our trading with England would hinder. 
To inflame both the nations do plainly confpire ; 
Becaufe Irifli linen will foon turn to tinder, 
And wool it is greafy, and quickly takes fire. 
Therefore I aflure ye. 
Our noble grand jury, 
When they faw the dean's book, they were in a great fury 
They would buy Engliih filks for their wives and th< 

daughters. 
In fpite of his deanihip and journeyman Waters. 

This wicked rogue Waters, who always is finning, 

And before corum mbus fo oft* has been call'd. 

Henceforward ihall print neither pamphlets nor lin 

' And, if fwearing can do't» ihall be fwingingly ma 

5 
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And at for the 4e«% 
You know wham I iiMJuiy 
the printer will p^ich hun, fas *U {enxt come'off clean, 
len we 'U buy EngUih iilks for our wives and our 

daughteny 
fpite of his deanflup and journeyman Waten. 

THE PROGRESS OF BEAUTY. 

I7»0. 

TXr H E N iirft I^ana leaves her bed, 
^ ^ Vapours and (Veamt her look difgracc^ 
A frowzy dircy-oolottr'd red 

Sits on her cloudy wrinkled face : 

But by degrees, when mounted high. 

Her artificial face appears 
Down from her window in the iky. 

Her fpocs arc gone^ her vUage clears. 

'Twixt earthly females and the moon 

All parallels exa£tly run : 
If Celia ihould appear too ibon, 

Alas, the nymph would be undone ! 

To fee her from her fallow rife. 

All reeking in a cloudy (leamy • 
Crack'd lips, foul teeth, and gummy eye8» 

Poor Strephon I how would he blafpheme ! 

Three coloursy black, and red, and white. 

So graceful an their proper place. 
Remove them to a difi^ent fclte^ 

They form a frightful hideous face : 

O % For 
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For inftancc, when the lily fkips 

Into the precinfib of the rofc^ 
And takes pofleffion oiF the Kps, 

Leaving the purple to the hofe : 
So Celia went intire to bed. 

All her complexion fafc and found • 
But, when Ihe rofe, white, black, and red. 

Though flill in fighx, had chang'd their giouj 

The black, which woiild not be confined, 

A more -inferior ftation feeks. 
Leaving the fiery red behind, 

And mingles in her muddy cheeks. 

But Celia can with eafe reduce, 
By help of pencil, paint, aild brufli, 

£ach colour to its place and ufe. 
And teach her cheeks again to bluih. 

She knows her early felf no more. 
But fill'd with admiration ftands $ 

As other painters oft* adore 
The workmanlhip of dicir own hands* 

Thus, after four important hours, 

Celia 's the wonder of her fex : 
Say, which among the heavenly powers 

Could caufe fuch marvelous effefts ? 

Venus, indulgent to her kind, 
Gave women all their l^arts could wifli. 

When firfl ftc taught them where to find 
White- lead and Lufitanian * dilh. 

• Portugal, 

I/) 
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Love with white-lead oements his wings : 

Wliite-lead was fcnt us to repair 
Two brightcfl, brittleft, earthly tilings, 

A lady's face, and Ciiina-ware. 

She ventures now to hfc the fafb ; 

The window is her proper fphcrc t 
Ah, lovely nymph ! be not too raih,. 

Kor let the beaux approach too near. 

Take pattern by your^^r ftar : 

Delude at once and blefs our fight ; 
When you are fecn, be feon from far, 

And chiefly chul'c to ihine by night. 

But art no longer can prevail. 

When the materials all are gone y 
The beft mechanic hand muft fail. 

Where nothing *s left to work upon. 

Matter^ as wife logicians fay, 

Cannot without 2iform fubfift ; 
Aii^form, fay I as well as they. 

Mud fail, if matter brings no grid. 

And this is fair Diana's cafe ;. 

For all aflrologers maintain,. 
Each night a bit drops off her face,. 

When mortals fay (he 's in her wane : 

While Partridge * wifely (hews the caufe 
Efficient of the moon's decay, ' '' 

That Cancer with his poifonous claws 
Attacks her in the milky nuay : 

* Partridge and Gadbury wrote each an ephemeris. 
O 3 But 
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Bi^t Gadbury, in art profound, 
From her pale cheeks pretends to ibew>. 

That fwsun Endymion* is not foond. 
Of elfe that JE^rcury's her fbe. 

But, let the caufe he what it wilt, 
In half a mondi fhe looks fo thin. 

That Flamfleed t can, widi all hh flull,. 
See but her forehead and her chin. 

Yet, as fhe waftes, fbe grows difcreer, 
Till midnight never ihews her head t 

So rottmg Celia (hoik the ifareet. 
When foher folks are all a-hed : 

For fure, if this be Luna's fate. 

Poor Celift, but of mortal race,. 
In vain expe£)ts a longer date 

To the materials of her face* 

When Mercury her treffes mows, 
To think of black-lead combs is vain ^ 

No painting can reflore a fto/tf 
Nor will her tijrth return again. 

Ye powers, who over love prefide \ 
Since mortal beauties drop £o foon,. 

If ye would have us well fupply'd, 
Send us netv nymphs with each ne^v moon ! 

* A young (hepherdi of whom Diana wtt fei 
to be enamoured. 
t John Flamfleed,. the celebrated aftroBomftr re 

t: 
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THE PROGRESS OF POETRY. 

'Tn H E farmer's goofe, who in the ftubblc 
•*- Has fed without reftraint or trouble, 
Grown fat with com, and fitting Aill, 
Can fcarce get o*er the barn-door (ill ; 
And hardly waddles forth to cool 
Her belly in the neighbouring pool ; 
Nor loudly cackles at the door ; 
For cackling ihews the goofe is poor* 

But, when ihe mufl be tum'd to graze, 
And round the barren common fbrays. 
Hard exercife and harder fare 
Soon make my dame grow lank and fpare : 
Her body light, ihe tries her wings, 
And fcoms the ground, and upward fprings ; 
While all the pariih, as (he flies. 
Hear founds harmonious from the ikies. 

Such h the poet &e(h in pay 
(The third night's profits of his play) r 
His morning-draug^s till noon can fwiU 
Among his brethren of i^ quill : 
With good roaft beef his belly full. 
Grown lazy, foggy, fat, and dull. 
Deep funk in plenty and delight, 
What poet e'er could take his flight ? 
Or, fhilPd with phlegm up to the throat, 
What poet e'er could fing a note ? 
Nor Pegafus could bear the load 
Along thd high celeflial road 5 

O 4S The 
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The ftced, opprcfs'd, would break his gi 
To raife the lumber from the earth. 

But view him in another fcenc, 
"When all his drink is Hippocrenc, 
Kis money fperit, his patrons fail, 
His credit out for clieefe and ale ; 
His two-yeiars coat fo fmooth and bare. 
Through every thread it lets in air; 
With hungry meals his body pin'd, 
His guts and belly full of wind j 
And, like a jockey for a race. 
His flefh brought down to flying cafe r 
Now his exalted fpirit loaths 
Incumbrances of food and cloaths j 
And up he rifes, like a vapour. 
Supported high on wings of paper ^ 
He fmging flies, and flying fings. 
While from below all Grubftreet rings. 

THE SOUTH SEA PROJEC. 

" Apparent rari nantes in gurgite vaAo, 
** Arma virum, tabulaeque, ct Troia gaza 

. 1^ E wife philofophers, explain 

•*■ What magick makes our money rii 
When dropt into the Southern main j 

Or dp thefe jugglers cheat our eyes ? 
Put in your money fairly told ; 

Prefto ! be gone — *Tis here again t 
Ladies and gentlemen, behold. 
Here 's every piece as big as ten. 
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Thus in a bafon drop a (hilling, 

Then fill the veiTel to the brim i 
You ihall obfervei as you are filling, 

The ponderous metal fcems to fwim i 

It rifes both in bulk and height. 

Behold it fwelling like a fop i 
The liquid medium cheats your fight $ 

Behold it mounted to the top f 

In (lock three hundred thoufand pounds | 

I have in view a lord's eflate i 
My manors all contiguous round ; 

A coach and iix» and fenr'd in plate t 

Thus, the deluded bankrupt raves j 

Puts all upon a defperate bet ; 
Then plunges in the Southern waves. 

Dipt over head and ears — in debt. 

So, by a calenture mifled, 

The marmer with rapture fees, 
On the fmooth ocean's azure bed, * 

Enamel'd fields and verdant trees t 
With eager hade he longs to rove 

In that fantadic fcene, and thinks 
It mud be fome enchanted grove j 

And in he leUps, and donAftt he finkf. 

Five hundred chariots, juft befpokc. 

Are funk' in thefe devouring waves, 
The horfcs drown'd, the liarnefs broke. 

And here the owners find their graves. 

Like 
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Like Pharaoh, by ititi^rs led ; 

They with ihwj^ih went iafe befisfc | 
His chariots, tvnsbling out the dead. 

Lay ihatter'd en t^ Rfd^a ibo^. 

Kais'd up on Hope's sJipmag f Unnes, 
The young adyencurer o'er the deep 

An eagle-'s fiJghc and flate aiTvunes^ 
And fcorns the. ouddle-way to keep. 

On paper wings he taket ki&^ flight. 
With wax ih&ftOiHr ^^ind them faft s 

The nuax is melted by the beightf 
And down the towenng boy is caft* 

A moralift might here e]{|)lain 

The raihnefs of the Cretan youth ; 
Defcribe his fall into the raain> 

And from a faUe form a truth. 

His nuings are his patertud rutty 

He mehs the qiMi;r at every fiame } 
His credit funk, hb money fpent» 

In Southern S^ns hi Uavis bis name* 

Inform us, you that beft can tell. 
Why in yoil' dangefous gulph profound. 

Where hundreds and where thou^ds fell. 
Fools chtefty float, the nmfi ace droWA'd? 

So have I feen from Serern^s brink 
A flock of gttft jump down cogether : 

Swim, where the bird of Jove would fink. 
And; fwimming, nerer wet a feather. 

But 
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But, I affirm, 'tis faUe in hEt^ 

DireSmn better knew dldr coolt % 
We fee the natioii's credit craekt. 

Each knave hath made a thoufand fiD0li«. 

One fool may Horn aMihtr wiD^ 
And then get <^ with money ftor^el $ 

But, if zftmrptr once comes in, 
He throws at all, and fweeps the iKMR-d^ 

As filhes on each other prey, 

The gi«a(t ones fwallowmg up the linall ;: 
So fares it in t}ie Southern Sea; 

The whale ^iSon est up dL 

When^r* is hi^, they ^oilie between,. 

Making by fecond-hand thehr offen ; 
Then cunningly retire crnfeen^ • 

With each a miSfion in his coffef!. 

So, when upon a moon-fttne nlgftt 

An afe was drinking at a ffiream ; 
A cloud aiofe, and ftopt the light. 

By intercepting every beam i 

The day of judgement will be foon 
(Cries out a fage among the croud) ; 

An afs hath fWaUow'd Up the moon I 
(The moon lay fafe behind the ciond)r 

Each poor ful/criber to the fca 
Sinks down at once, and there he lies ; 

DireSiors fall as well as they. 
Their fall is but a tdck to rife. 

So 
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So fiihes, riling from the main» . 

Can foar virith moiften'd wings on high ; 
The moifhire dry'd^ they fink again^ 

And dip their fins again to fly. 

Undone at play, the female troops 

Come here their lofies to retrieve ; 
Ride o'er the waves in fpacious hoops. 

Like Lapland witches in a fieve. 

Thus Venus to the.fea defcends. 
As poets feigns hut where 's the.moral> 

It fliews the Queen of Love intends ^ 

To fearch the deep for pearl and coral. 

The Tea is richer than, the land, 
I heard it from my grannam's mouth, 

Which now I clearly underfland ; 
For by the fea (be meant the Sotubm. 

Thus by dinBan we are told, 

*• Pray, Gentlemen,, believe your eyes j 

Our ocean's covered o'er with gold. 

Look round, and fee how thick it lies : 

We, Gentlemen, are your affifters, 

We '11 come, and hold you by the cliin. — '* 

Alas ! all is not gold that gliders, 
Ten thoufand fink by leaping in. 

Oh ! would thofe patriots be fo kinfl. 
Here in the deep to HUMjb their bandtf 

Then, like Pa61olus, we fhould find 
The fea indeed had golden fundu 

A Ihil- 
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A ihiiling in the bath you fling, ' 

The (ilver takes a nobler hue, 
By magic virtue in the fpring. 

And feems a guinea to your view. 

But, as a guinea will not pafs 

At market for a fanbing more. 
Shewn tlirough a multiplying-gliirs, 

Than what it always <ii<l before: 

So caft it in the Southiru fcas. 

Or view it through ^jonber's bill; 
Put on what Tpeda^s you Tpicafe, 

Your gui&ea 's but a guinea ftili. 

One night a fool into a brook- : . 

Thus from a hillock kwking dwvnt 
The golden fiars for girincas. took, . 

And jUvir Cynthia for a crown. 

The point he could no^Jongcf 4ottbt; . 

He ran, he leapt into the flood: 
There fprawPd a whil( , and fe^rce got out,^ 

All coverVl o'er with flime and mild. 

•<Uponthp wateKvC*ftt%,brea/fij» .,... ,\ 
" And after many days thou *lt find it ;*' , 

But gold upon this'otean ffflrcad 

Shall fink, apd leave no mart behind &• 

There is a gu^h, whe^fcthOufand^ f^ll, ^ > 
Here all the bold adventurers came, ^ 

A narrow foudd, though deep as hell ; " ■ 
'Change-Alley is the dreadful-name. •'' 
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Nine times a day it ebb9 and ilows. 

Yet he that 08 die fuifico lie9» 
Without a pilot feldom knows 

The time it falh, or when 'twill rife* 
Subfcribers here by thoufands floaty . , 

And joftle one another down i 
Each paddling in his leaicy boat. 

And here they fiih for gpAdf and drown* 
^< * Now bury'd in the depth belowf^ 

** Now n¥»iiited up to Heaven aglin# 
^ They reel and fiagger to and iwp 

■*' At their wit$>end» like drunkcA men." 

Mean time, fecure on Garraway f difis, 

A favageraee by Ihipwrecks fed, 
lie waiting for the foundcr'd ikiffs. 

And ftrip the bodies of the dead. 

But thefe» ycninf, are f anions lye8« 
From fome midiciout Tory's brain ; 

For» where Dir^Sort get a prize. 
The Swifs and Dutch whole milliona drain. 

Thus, when by roOks a lord is ply'd. 

Some cully often wins a bet» 
By venturing on the cheating fide. 

Though not into the fecret let. 

While fome build caMes in the air> 

DinSors build them in the feas ; . 
Subfcribers plainly fee them there. 

For fools Trill fee as wife men pleafe. 

^ Pfalm evil. f A cofi&c*houfe in Change- Alley. 

Thus 
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Thus oft* by mtrinen ire iKowti 

(Unlefs the tfttik of Kettt are ljir«) 
Earl Qodwin'a ciflln overflown^ 

And palace-roofs, and (hiepk-fprret. 

Mark where the fly DtnUon creep, 

Nor to the ihorc approadh t6o mgh ! 
The monders nedle in the deep. 

To fehtc you in your pafling by. 

Then, like thfc dogt of Nik, be wife, 
Who^ taught by tndin^i: how to ft wi 

The crocodile, that lurkinjr liai. 
Run as they driftk, and drink ami run. 

Antsus could, by magk charms, 

Reoorer fbength whene^r he feTl \ 
Alcides held him in his arms. 

And (eftc him i;^ m afr to hiU. 

Dinfforjf thrown into the fca, 

Recorer ftrength and vigour thera { 
But may be tam'd another way, 

SuJ^tndid for a while in air, 

DireSlors I for tis you I warn, 

By long experience we have found 
What planet rul'd when you were born i 

We fee you never can be drowned. 

Beware, nor over-bulky grow, 
Nor come within your cully's reach \ 

For, if the fea (hould fink fo low 
To leave you dry upon the beach, 

You Ml 
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You 11 owe yoi:^r ruin to yo«r bulk i 

Your foes already waithig Hand, 

To tear you like a fbundec!d hulk, 

While you lie }\elplefs on th%/kn^» , 
> * • 

Thus, when a whale hath lofl: tliQ tide. 

The coaders cro!wd t0 feize the fpoil ; 

The monftcr into pans ^divide^ 

And ftrip th^bones, andAnelt the oit. 

Oh I may .feme fwifyni terf||^ib fweep . 

Thefe loaffis -whom our fruits bav^fcd, 
Thatjplagjjie <//>#^^r5 to the deep, ,. 

Priv'A frbm the Souib^Sea to tlie Red^ 

May he, whom Natutc's laws obey. 

Who lifts the poor, ^x\6 finks the proud, 
«* Quiet the raging of thcy?^, , 

" And ftill the madncfs of th^wo\^|d !", 
But never (hall our iile have reft. 

Till thofe devounngy%(;/ff^ run down, 
(The devils leaving the poficft,) " 4 

And headlong in the ^waters drown. 

The nation then too late will find, 
Computing all their coA and tiouble, 

DtreSion promifes but wind, 

Souib'^ea at bed a mighty buhbli. 
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THE DOO AND SHADOW. 

^^R£ cibum poifans catulu»dum fpe^lat in andiv 
^^ Apparct liquido pra?dae melioris imago : 
Dum fpeciofa diu damaa ^miratur, et alte 
Ad latices inhiat, cadit imo vortice praceps 
Ore cibus, nee non fimuVichrum corripit tina.. 
Occupax ille avibus dec^is faucibus umbram ^ 
Uludit rpeciesy»ac dcntibus aera mordet. 

TO A R K I E N D, 

Who had been much abufcd in many different Libels,. 

I 
T^HE greateft Monarch may 1)0 flabb'd by night, 
^ "*• And'fortvne help the murderer in hib flight j 
^ The vilcft ruffian may commit a rape, . 
Yet fafc from injured innocence efcape ; 
And Calumny, by working under ground, 
Can, unreveng'd, the grcatclt merit wound. 

What 's to be done ? Shall Wit and Learning chufc 
To live obfcure, and have no fame to lofe ? 
By Cenfure frighted out of Honour's road, 
Nor dare to ufe the gifts by Heaven beflow'd? 
Or fcarlefs enter in through Virtue's gate, 
And buy difldn£lion at the deareft rate ? 
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B I L L E T to the Company of TvkYEKr. 

npHE inclofcd I*iologuc is fbrmed upon tfie^ftoi] 
-*" the Secretary's not fuffering you to a6t, un 
you would pay him 300/. per OHnumi upon wh 
you got a licence frooi the Lord May^i; to a^ 
hrollers.' • " *' - 

The Prologue fuppofesj^tllat, upon your \k 
forbidden to a£^, a- company of couMly-Oroilers ci 
and hired the j^|ay-houfe, and yo^ doaths, &c. 
aft in. 

THE PROLOGUE. 

OUR fet of ftroUers,. wanderfng up and down,*; 
Hearing the houfe was empty, came to town ; * 
And, \^th a licence from- our good Lord Mayor^ 
Went to one Griffith, formerly a player j 
Him wc pcrfuadcd witli a moderate bribc^ 
To fpcak to Elrington and all the tribei y 

To let our company fuppJy their places. 
And hire us out their fccnes, and cloaths, and faces. 
Is not the truth the truth? Lool^ full on me j 
I am not Elrington, nor Griffith he. 
When wtf perform, l3ok fharp among our crewr 
There 's not a creaiuie iiere you ever knew. 
The former folks were fervants to the k^g ; 
Wf, humble iholiurs, always on the wing. 

N< 
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Now, for my part, Irthink u|)on the wVolc, 
EUchiB than dnvCf abctuyjuan woukl ilioll. 

Stay, let me fce-^fhree hundred )x)unds a year^ 
For leave to a£l in t^wn ? 'Tis pluf^ny dear. 
^ow,^bevc 's a warrant ; Gallann, plcafc to mark, 
for tlirce thirtcon» and fix pence co the clerk. 
Three hundred pounds i were f the price to fix, 
The pubj'^k ibould hcQow tlic a£lors fix. 
a {cCrc uf guineas, given unilcr-hand, 
R>r a gocxl word or Co, we undei Hand. 
To help an hoAdl larl chat \ out of place. 
May cofl a crow%or ib ; a common cafe : 
And,' in a crew,'**ti!> no injulUcc ihomjht 
To ftiip a rogur, and pay him nor a jjroat. 
But, in the clironiclcs of tonncr ages, 
VVh') ever heard ot Icivants paying; wAyci } 
.4 pity Ishtngion with all ruy luait; 
\Wuld he were here this ni^ht to aA my part ! 
I told him what it was to be a llrollcr : - 
Flow free wu adled, and had no comptroller : 
[n every town wc wait on Mr. Mayor, 
Kirfl i^ct a licence, then p:oducc our ware ; 
We found a trumpcc, or we hear a ih uni ; 
'ti\X'/:/Jk r (the fcho()lJ)ovb loar) the pla/ci-s arc come ! 
And then we cry, to f^'ur the Uumpkins on, 
Ifallat.tCy Uy Tucfday nc\' wc nuill be gone, 
[ told him, in the fnuxAlull way 1 could. 
All this and more, yet it would do no giKx). 
But l^lringttn, tearu talliog trom his clicks, 
Be t^uit has Ihonc with Iji-trciton and Wilky, 

1' ^ r. 
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To whom our country has beeaydi^ys dear,.. 
Who «hofe to leave his diared B{e^|f ^(iinVr • 
©Wne all your favours, here i^ciffls to ftay,- 
And, as a ftroller, aft in every *play^: 
And the whole crew this refolutipn takes, . 
To live alid*^ie all ilroilers for your fakes : - 
Not frighted with an ignofmx^ious namr, 
For your difpleafure is jj^etr only fiiiamv ^^ 

A pox Bn Ellington's ma3cilic<one ! 
Now to a word of bu(mefs in ovfr own. ** 

Gallants, next Thurfday iHghtj«wilM)eour 1 
Then, witljout fail-, we pack up fofc^lfafl.* 
Lbfe not your time, nor our diveriifes inifs,^ 
Tiie next we a£l Ihall be as good as this. ' 

EPIGRAM. 

r^ REAX folks aic of a finer mold ; 
^^ Lord ! how politely they can fcold ! 
While a coarfe Englrlh tongue will itch. 
For whore and rogue ; and dog and bitch. 

PROLOGUE toaPi.AYfprtheBcDn 

Distressed Weavers. By Dr. She 

Spdken by Mr. Elrington. 17a 

Z*^ REAT cry and lirtle wool — is now becc 
^^ The phiguti and piovcib of the Weaver 
No wool to woik. o', i'cithcr weft nor vprp; 
l-hcir pockets empty, and their (lomachs iha 
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(mil<tt>nTpiaint8 to you they -cry : 
mi^ weavers ; *er they die ! ^ 

Wktior'fi^aill nor think it Arangc, 
eloathv> ittice you dchglit in change. 
h frpcdofli"! *ll prtTume to tcj^ 
like you every bit as well. 
eft*<l from top to toe in ftuflTj 
roth, I think I 'm{\rk enough r 
jUl mc more, ami fv^tari (he never, 
Ijel^Ul mc look fo* clever. 
I be buttci in fuQh ware, 
lyarulh^e m\jft it givrihe fair I "# 

n lainl)s of innocciice provtcd* u 
nil uiaggots, callicoes from weeds t 
fad experience that wc find 
• to vapours much inclined— 
thcjT l)ut maggotb in^hc mind ? 
hinlc it rci^fun to conclude 
tiny chanjrc our icminrrlikc our food. 
;avvdy, II^Vcnj;n;,^c our ejcs 
out the jMirty-colour'd dyo^ : 
^uflre ib from you begun, 
linbow, and nti^lcft the fun. 
and innfwient 't. the country maid, 
<pcnce in native wool array'd ) 
rom the fiehls hcK homely green, 
: fliephcid with delight Ihe 's fccn ! 
lir ladies dief* like her in wool, 
norc lovely, and how beauiifuli 

1» 3 Without 
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Without thc;ir,Jn(lian drapery, they 'iprOTe, a 

Whilft%oDl would help to 'warm us t^lcQl6ve*f * 
Then, like tlie famous Argona^its of Greece, 
'We *d all contend to gain the Gof^en -Fleece ! ^ 

EPILOGUE, BY THE DEAR 
^ Spoken by Mr. Griffith. 

'V^J^HO dares affirmyitis is no pious a||^« 

^ ^ When charity begins «• tre«d the ftagc"? :' 
When a£lors, who, at bed, arc J^ardly favcrs,* 4% 
Will give a night of benefit to Wearers ? * 
Stay — let nft fee, iiow IRnely will it found I * *» 

Jmprimis, From his Grace * an 'hundred pounf «^* 
Peers, clergy, gentry, all are benefaftors ; 
And then comes in*the iiem of the actors. 

Jtemf The aclors freely gave a day — 
The Poet had no nwre who made the V\zy^ 

But whence this wondrous charky in Flayers? 
They learnt ii; not at "Sermons, or'ttt Prayers : 
Under the rofe, fince here are none but friends, 
(To" own the truth) -we have fomc orivatC'cnds. 
Since waiting-women, like exacting jades, 

'Hold up the prices of their old brocades ; 

"We '11 drefs in manufaBurei made at lK)me j 

Equip our -^t/V/j-i And generals at The Combf* 

* Al>p. King. . 

•f A ftrcet famous for Woollen Manufactures. 

\V4 
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.1 i^g from' Mcath-ftreet ^Egypt's haugnty (juccn, 

Antony 4)AkU court her in ratteen, 

teftfoUoon fhall Hannibal be clad, 

Scipio trail an Inid purple plaid. 

tgget dreft, of thirteen pence a yard, 

hilip's Ton amidd his Perilan guard ; ' 

proud Roxana, fir'd with jealous rage, 

fifty yards of en^e fnall Iwccp the flagc. 
Mty' fiiiir kings and princeiTes within 
ill refdll^ this project to begin ; 
fou, our fubje^h, when you here refortt 

imitite .the faQiioBu of the Court. 

! could 1 fee this audience clad in Jfuff, 
l^'inoney 's fcarce, we fhould have tradt enough r 
K0ti^f brocades, and lace, take all away, 
fcarce a. crown is 'left to fee a play. 
ps you wonder whence thia^friendfliip fprings 
rcn the Wcaversand jus Play-houfe King& ; 
.Vit and Weaving had the fame beginning ; 
i firft caught us Poerry and Spinning: 

next, obferve how this alliance fits, 
V«avers now are juft as poor as Wits : 
• lirother quill-men, workers for the fiage, 
•ixvs ftttff czn get a crown a paga*; 
Vcavcrs will be kinder to the Players, 
fell for twenty -pence a yard of theirs. 

to your knowledge, there is often kfs in 
'oct'b wit, than in the Player's dreifing. 

P 4 ■ A POEM 
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A POEM, BY DR. D E L A NT, 
On the preceding Prologue tqd Epilogue* 

, ** Foemincb gencri tribuftntur " ^ 

''T^H E Mnfts, whom the ricVifft filks arrafy . - 
-*• Refur^ta-fiing their ftiining gOwns away : .* 
The pencil cloSths the Nine in bright brocade$|k ' - 
And gives each- colour ta»»the -pi^tur'd n[ui44u* 
Far above n^onal-drefsiAe ^ers fhin^i- 
Pride in their Indian Tobes^'andquLifl be fine: 
And fhall two. Bards in conceirrhyme and huff, 
And frot thefc Mufes with tlfeir Pla)>-houfe fhiJT ? *» 

The Player in mimic piety may ftorm, ^ 

Deplore the Comb, and bidiier Hei-ocs arm ; 
'Tlie arbitrary mob, in pajtry rage, i 

May curfe the Belles and Chintzes of the age : '" 

Yet ftill the Artift Worm her Silk fhall fhare. 
And fpin her thread of life in fcrvice of the fair. 

The Cotton-plant, whom fatirccannot blafl, 
"TShall bloom the favourite of thefe realms, and laft; . 
Like yours, ye Fair, her fame from ccnfurc grows. 
Prevails incharms, Jlnd glares alx)ve her foes : 
Your injur'd plant fhall meet a loud defence, 
And be the emblem df your innocence. 

Some Bard, perhaps, whofe landlord was a WeaFci^ 
Tcnn'd the low Prologue, to return a favour : 
Some neighbour Wit, that would be in the vogue, 
Work'd with his friend, and vvovc the Epilogue. 

Wha 
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* 'Who weaves the chaplet, or provides the hays, 
F(tt;.fuch Wool-gathering Sonnetteers as thcfe ? 

JLlIence then, ye bomefpua Witlings, that perfuade 

Mifs Cloe to theJ[afi)ion of her maid. 
mShsdl the *wUe mop, tliat flandard qjF the town, 

Thus z£k fubfervient ttAi Poplin Gown ? 
^ »*\K^o *d fmell of Wool all over ? *Tis eno»^ 
V "It* under-petticott be made of (luff. 

, I^rd ! t^ be wrapt in flannel juft in Ma^ ^ 

• *When ififc.ficltj^ drpfs'd in flowers aj^ars fo gay ! V 
^ And ihall not llfSlb he Jlofi4fr'd^ ftell as they > J 
^^^ In what weak colour^j^vould thtf plaid appear, 

iVork'd to a quilt, or fttfdded in a chair I 
The fkin, that vies with f3!k, would fret with ftufF; 
Or who could bear in- bed a thjng fo rough ? 
Yc knowing fair, how eminent that bed. 
Where the CHintze diamonds with the Silken Thread, 
"^^J^ere ruftling curtains call the curious eye. 
And boaft the flreaks and paintings of the iky ! 
Of flocks" they *d have your milky ticking fuUj 
* And all this for the benefit of wopl ! 

*i But where,"/ fay they, * '* fliall we bcftow tliefc 
** Weavers, 
** That fpread our flrects, and are fuch piteous cravers ?** 
The Silk-worms (brittle beings!) prone to fate, 
J^emand their care to make their webs complete : 
Thcfe may they tend, their promifes receive ; 
^Vc cannot, pay too much for what tbey give ! 
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ON GAULSTOWN' HpUSK J 

BY DR DEL A NY* 

"^'T^IS fo old, aivWb ugly, and^et Inconvenient, 

Yqu 're fometimcs in p1ca|ar£, though often in 

'Tis fo large you may lodge a few friefcds witli ea^fc in*|u^ 
You. may turiAA ftretch at your length .if vpu j>lcafc 

'Tis*fo little, the famJh |»e Ij^a prcfs |t5. 
And pooif lady Betty f ^SruJIrce room to drcfs in *t.; ^ 
'Tis fo cold in the wintpr, you qNTt bear to lie in *t, ** 
And foiioj imthe fummer, yodVe ready to fty in't-; 
*Tis fo brittle 'twould fcar<^ bear th(^ weight of a tun. 
Yet fo (launch, that it keeps Ait a great deal of fun ; 
'Tis «£b crazy, the weather with eafc ^Jeats quite 
through it, *-■ 

And you 'refoKM every year in fome part to renew it, 
'Tis fo ugly, fo ufeful, fo big, and fo little, 
'Tis fo (launch, and fb crazy, fo flrong, and fo brittle. 
*Ti*.at one time fo hot, and another fo. ^old, 
It is part of the ne\-/, and part of the old ; 
»lt isjufl half a bleiling, and jufl half a curfe — 
I wi(h then, dear George, it were better or worfe. 

* The feat of George Rochfort, efq. (father to the 
<carl of Belvidere)j where Dr. Swift and an agreeable 
»fett of friends fpent part of the fummer of 1 72 1. 

t Daughter to the earl of Droghcda, and the wife of 
Mr.iRochfon, 

T H E 






T H e:*'c ountry-life* 

(t Part of a SuiTUner fpent at Gauls tow n-Hous'e* 

THALIA, tell in fober lays, 
How George*, l^itii t» Dan J, Dean f , pafs their days j 

4^ And, flbuld our Gaulftown's an grow fallow, 
, if et Higeii^uis carmina Gallo f 
Here (l)y thc-.W(y^) by Gallus mean I 5 

• Kot Sheridan, fc?ist friend 4)olariy. 

■ ^ |/< Be gin, my Mufe. Firik from our bowers 
**We fally forth- at different hours*} 
At fei'cn the Dean, in night-gown drcft, 
G«es round the houfc to wake the reft; i« 

At nine, grxve Nim and George facetious 
•<jo to the Dean, to read Lucretius j 
At ten, my Lady comes and heftors. 
And kilfes George, and ends our Ie6hjre8-| 
And when (he has him by the neck faft, 15 

Halls him, and'fcoldstis down to breakfaft. 
We fquander thcpc an hour or more. 
And then all hands, boys, to the oar. 
All, heteroclite Dan except. 
Who neither time nor order kept, xs 

* Mr. Rochfort. 

f His brother, Mr. John Rochfort ; who was called 
TNknrod, from his gieat attachment to the chace. 
^ Rev. Daniel Jackfon. % ^Dr. Swift. 

But, 
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But, by peculiar whimfies dftJKvn, -A "^ '*♦ 

Peeps in the pgnds to look fpr fpawn ; /• ,# 
O'erfecs the work, or Dragon * row's, ^ >* " ^ 

Or mars a text, or mends his ht>fe ; ,. - •■ 

Or— but proceed we in our journal— ' ' 25 

At two, or after, we return all : « 
From the four elements afremblid^i'* ■*■. 

Warned by the bell, all folks come trembling : v*v- 
From airy garrets fomc defcend, ■* 

Some from the lake's remotcft end t . . 30 

My Lord f and Dean the fire fbrfake, .^ 

Dan leaves the earthly fpade and jfike : ^ <» , 

The loiterers quake, no^ corner hides them, 
And lady Betty (oundly chides them. 
Now water's brought, and dinner's done; jy 

With " Church and King" the lady 's gone : 
(Not reckoning half an hour we pafs 
In talking o'er a moderate glafs). 
Dan, growing drowfy, like a thief 
Steals off to dofe away his beef ; 40 

And this muft paff for reading Hammond- 
While George and Dean go to backgammon. 
'George, Nim, and Dean, fet out .at four, 
Arid then again, boys, to the oar. 
^But when the fun goes to the deep 45 

(Not to difturb him in his fleep, 

* A fmall boat fo called. 

+ Mr. Rochfi)rt's father was lord chief baron of the 
• exchequer in Ireland. 

Or 
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' .temakea.iumbliogo'ermishcad, 
"^ His c'andlp cfit, and he a^b^) 

\^ V^atcb' his motions to a minute» 
^ JVn4 \czvt the flood when he ^oes in it. 59 

No\;^ftffi«ed m the fhortcning day. 
We go to prayers, ai»d then to play, . 
^ ».X^l fupper comes J 'and after that 
I "We ^ an hour to drink and chat. 

'Yis latex-thtf'pld and younger pair^, 5 j^ 

By Adam *4ighted,4walk up ftairs. 
^/The weary Dean goes to his chamber ; 
'^ ^. And Nim and Dan to garret clamber.. 
** So whe^the circle we have run; 

The curf^^n falls, and all is done. (• 

^ I might have mentioned feveral fa£ls, 
* Cike epifodes between tlie a6^s ; 
And tell who lofcs and who wins, 
* Who gets a cold, who breaks his fliins ; 
How D|n cauglit nothing in his net, 65 

And how the boat was overiet. 
For brevity I have retrench'd 
How in the4akd;the Dean was JronchM : 
. It woiild be an exploit to brag on, 

How valiant George rode o'er the Dragon ; 7* 

How fteady in t)w5 ftorm he fat. 

And farv'd his oar, but loft his hat : 

Now Nim (no hunter e'er could match him) 

Still brings us hares, when he can catch them : 



* The butler. 



How 
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How (kilfully Dan mends Ijis het||.^ 
How fortune fails him whAi he f(As*: 
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Or how the Dean dfejlghts t6 vex 
The ladies, and lampoon their fex : 
I might have told how oft' dean Percivale 
Difplays his pcdantt^^(«bmercif\i4, 
How haughtily he cocks his nofc, 
To tell what every fchool-boy knows j 
And with his finder and his thumb, " \" 
Explaining, flrikes oppofers dumb r ^ 
But now there needs no more be faid on 't. 
Nor how his wif<?^ that femaiewjpddaAt, 
Shews all her fccrets df houfe-*keeping<r- 
For candles how (he trucks her dripping ; 
Was forcM to fend three miles for yeaft, 
To brew her ale, and raife her pafte j 
Tells every thing that you can think of, 
How Ihe cur'd Charly of the chin-cough-j 
What gave her brats and pigs the meailes, . 
And how her doves were kill'd by woafeh ; 
How Jowler howl*d, and what a fright 
She had witlv dreams the other nighr# 

But now, fince I have gone fo far on,. 
A word or two. of lord-chief baron j 
And tell how little weight he fcts 
On all Whig papers and Gazettes ; 
But for the politics of Pue, 
Thinks every fyllablc is true. 
And fmce he owns the king of Sweden. 
U dead at laft, without evading, 
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Now all his hop€j^j*ajf ihj^c C/.t ,0^ 

«* Why,. ^ufco^Sjr R not^ far ; , 

** Down the Black Sea, and up The Streighti, 

•** And in a month he's at your gates ; 
, i-i* PerlnpSy fromjwhat the packet brings, 

/* By Chriilmas we fliall fee fUBiige things."' n©, 

k ai^Why fliould I tell of ponds and drains, 

What carps we met with for our pains ; 

Of fparrows tafft^* ^d nuts innumerable 

To choal; thp girls, and to confume a rabble ? 
^But you, who are a fcholaf> know nt 

*• How traniicnt all -rfii^gj are below, , 

liow prone, td Jhan^ iMbumad life f 

Laft night arrivM Clem * and his wife— 

This grantl event hath broke our meafures; 
" -* Their reign began with cruel feizurcs : 149 

The DeSh^muf> with his quilt'fupply 
' The Gcdin which thofe tyrants lie : 

Nim lod his wig- block, D^n his Jordan. 
I (My lady fays, ihe can't afford one) ; 

•George is half fcar'd out 6f his wits, 245 

Fqr Clem gets all the dainty bits. 

Henceforth cxpe^a different furvey,. 

This houfc will fooa turn topfy-turvey : 

They talk of further alterations. 

Which caufes many fpeculations. . 13^ 

* Mr. Clement Barry. 
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THOMAS SHERIDAN/d'LE] 
TO GEORGE-NiM-DAN-DEAN, ESQ. 
July ij, 1721, at night. * 

I*D have yau t* know^ George*, Panf, Dean} 
Nim§, ..5 

That I *ve learned how verfe t' con^fe trim/ 
Much better b' half th'h you, n'r you, n'r him. 
And th*t I M ri<l'cule theiif 'nd your flam-flim. 
Ay' b't then, p*rhaps, fays you^t^ a m'rry whim 
With *bundancflbbf n^k'd notes i'«hjHm, 
So th't 1 ought n't for t' be TOrSfe 'na t* look grii 
Think n't your 'p'ftle put m' in a meagrim j 
Though 'n rep't't'on day, I 'ppear ver' dim, 
Th' laft bowl 't Helfhaxn's did m' head t' fwi^n. 
So th'-t I h'd man' aches n' *v'ry fcrubb'd liii^^, ^ 
Caufe th' top of th' bowl I'h'd oft us'd t* Ikim '; 
And b'fidesD'lan'fwears lift I'h'd fwall'w'd Tv'r'l 
mers, 'nd that my vis'gc's G,ov'rVl o'er with r'd pii 
pies r m*r*o'er though m' fcuU weie (s' tis n 

ftrong's tim- ♦ ■ < 

bcr, 't mud have ak'd. Th' clans of th' c*! 

Sanh'drim, " ^ 

Pres'nt the'r humbl' and 'fe6l'nate refpc£Vsj tlftt *s 
D'lan', 'chhn, V. Ludl', Die' St'wart, H'l 
capt'n P'rr' Walmil', 'nd Longfh'nks Timm J. 

* Geo. Rochfort. f J. Rochfort. 
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^OEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN'S ANSW£IL 

}Tr%£AR Sheridaf! fl gentle pair 

• J--^ of Gaulftown lads (for {adui»j arc), 

y^BMts a brace of grave duriDes, 
Adore the iUoochnefs of thy lioea ; 

' Snwoth as our bafofft (ilver flood, 

!'£re George \ia4 robb'dit of its mud; 

i Smoother than PegaRis' old ihde, 

/'Ere Vulcan comes to fnike him new. 
Th^ board on wl&li w^dtwair 9r^ 
k Is not fo fmooth as are thy verfes, 

■ Compar'd with which (and that *s enough) 

I A fmoothing-iron itfclf is rough. 
. "Nor praife I lefs that-cirGumciiiop'^ 
t\: By nftodefn^ts oalPd elifion, 

• With Wliichy in proper ftatioiy>lac'd, 
%" Thy polilhfd lines are firmly brac'd. 

TMis a wife taylor is not ]^Bchingy 
■But turns at every feam an inch in; 
Orelfe, be fure, your broad-cloth breeches 
Will ne'er be fmoothy nor hold their flitches. 
Thy verfc, Jikc bricks, defy the weather, "^ 

When fottooflf d by rubbing them together; 
Thy words fo elofcly wedg'd and ihort are 

• Like^alls, mor^.lafling witlwut mortar; 
By leaving out the needlefs vowels, 

';.You favethe charge of lime and trowels. 

Vol. i. CL One 
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One letter flill another locks, . 

Each groov'd and dove-talPd like a hox ; 

Thy Mute is tnckt-up and fucciiif): $ 

In chains thy fyllables are linktj 

Thy words togctherjty'd in ftnall hanks, 

Clofe as the Macedonian phalanx ; 

Or like the umbo of the Romans, 

Which fierceft foes could break by no meant. 

The critick to his grief will find. 

How firmly thefe indentures bind. 

So, in the kindred painter's art. 

The fhortening is the niceft pait. 

Philologers of futnre agc% . ^ *^ . 
How will they pore upon thy pages ! 
Kor will they dare to break the joints, 
But help thee to be read with points : 
Or elfe, to (hew their learned labour, you 
May backward be perus'd like Hebrew, 
Where they need not lofe a bit 
Or of thy harmony or wit. 
To make a work compleatly fine, 
Number and weight and meafure join ; 
Then all muft grant your lines are weighty. 
Where thirty weigh as much as eighty. 
All mufl allow your numbers more, 
Where twenty lines exceed fourfcore 5 
Kor can we think your meafure ihort. 
Where lefs than forty fill a quart. 
With Alexandrian in the clofe. 
Long, long, long, long, like Dan's long nofe. 

GEORG 



RGE-NIM-DAN-DEANTS Invitatioh 

To THOMAS SHERIDAN. 

Gaulftovvn, Aug. xd« ijtu 

iR Tom, this Tcrfc, which however the be- 
nning 'Hiay »{>pear, yet in the end *s g9od mftrtt 

defirethat, when your Auguft vacation comes, 
friends you *d meet here, 

r ihould you ftay in «that -filthy hole, I mean the 
fmoaky, , 

<Mi have not one friend ieft in town, or at \tm 
le that 's *wUtyf fojoke w'yef 
for honcft John *, though I am not fure «« .*t, 
'llhtJfaug'dy left be 

down to tlie county of Wexford widi that great 
he lord Anglefgf, 

1 1 forgot; feihapsy by this time, you may have 
ome to town, but I don't know whether he be 

1 or foe, DeUtny : 

wever, if he be come, bring him ^iowBy smd 

lall go back in a fortnight, for I know there 's 

ayingye. 

brgot toa; I believe there may be one more, I 

that great fat joker, friend Heljbam^ be 

rote the prok)gue f , and if you flay with him^ 

d on \ in the tnd^ he Hljbamye* 

Bring 

jpofed to mean Dr. Walmfley, 

e fpoken by young Putland, in 1720, before 

tus J in wluch Dr. Sheridan (who had written 

CO a pro- 
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Bring down Long Shanks Jim too $ but, now I thini 
otr.'t, he 'K not ytt'cdMb Irtfm tbi^/iwfr, l/sMf i 

For I heard) a fnomk «go, that he was -^wn ther 
Z'couriingjly Nancy, 

Howevier> briftg dow^n yourffclf, and you bringdown all 
Jbr» to fay it fUfe may ^^enturg,. 

In thee Delany's fpleen, John's mirth, HeUham*s joto 
and the foit^ul of lunorous jtemmyt <9it99t* 

post SCR If T. 

Iliafi forgot. TO dtfire you tolmng dcjwii Whit 1 fty j^ 
have, and you ^ belitfvt Aie -^ fute at « Jtm, >«* 

I mean, what no other mortiil in tlie uhiirerfe em boti 

of, yxmrown fpiritof /«», ando<wn nvk. 
And now I hope you *ll cxcufe this rhyming, which 

muftT^y'is '(though written fomcwhat at large) trk 

land cktin j 
And fo I conclude, with humble rsfpe^ as ufual, Tou 

•moft dutiful and obedient 

OE01t(7E-NlM-DAN-DBAH. 

arprologue for the cccafion) was mod unexpe^edly an 
cgregioufly laughed at. Both the prologues are pnnte* 
in the ** Supi^mcnt to Swift's Works." 
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TO GBOROE-NIM-DAN-DEAN, Ifq. 

Upon his incomparable Ve ^ $ £ 4, i^q. 
. By Dr. Dblany, in Sheridan's Nao^c^. 

TTAI L, 'human cocnpound quadrifajjous^ 
^^ Invincibk as Wight 3riareus I 
Hail ! doubly-doubled mighty merry one. 
Stronger than triple-body'd Geryon 1 
O may your valtnefs deign t'excufe 
The praifes of a puny Mufe, 
Unable, in her utmofl flight, 
To reach thy huge Coloflian height. 
T'attempt to write like thee were frantic, 
Whofe lines are, like thyfelf, gigantic 
Yet let me blefs, in humbler ilrainj 
Thy vaft, thy bold Cambyiian vein» 
Pour'd out t* emich thy native ifle. 
As Egypt wont to be with Nile. 
Oh, how I joy to fee thee wander. 
In many a winding loofe mseander, 
In circling mazes, fmooth and fupple, 
. And ending in a clink qusidruple ; 
Loud, yet agreeable withal, 
Like rivers rattling in their fall ! 
Tliine, fure, is poetry divine, 
Where wit and majefty combine | 

• Thcfe were all written in circle?. 

0^3 Whc^t 
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Where every line, as huge as feven, 
If (becchVl in length, woald reach to Hea^ 
Here all comparing would be flandering^ 
The lead is more than Alexandrine. 

Againfl thy verfe Time fees with pain>. 
He whets his envious fcythc in vain ; 
Forj though from thee he much may pare,. 
Yet much thou ftill wilt have to fpare. 

Thou haft alone the Ikill to feaft 
With Roman ekgance of tafte, 
Who haft of rhymes as vaft refources 
As Pompey's caterer of courfes. 

Oh thou, of all the Nine infpir'd ! 
My languid foul, with teaching tir'd^ 
How is it raptured, when it thirties 
On thy harmonious fett of clinks 5 
Each anfwering each in various rhymes,. 
Like Echo to St. Patrick*s chimes I 

Thy Mufe, majcftic in her rage. 
Moves like Statira on the ftage ; 
And fcarcely can one page fuftain 
The length of fuch a flowing train : 
Her train, of variegated die. 
Shews like Thaumantia's in the fky j. 
Alike they glow, alike they pleafe, 
Alike imprelt by Phoebus' rays. 

Thy verfe — (Ye Gods ! I cannot bear i 
To what, to what Ihall I compare it ? 
*Tis like, what I have oft' heard fpokc on> 
The famous ftatue of Laocoon. 
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Tis like, — O yes, 'tis very like it. 

The long, long ftring, with which you fly kite, 

Tis like what you, and one or two more^ 

Roar to your Echo * in good-humour 1 

And every couplet thou haft writ 

Conclude like Raiiah'*u;bitiah'*wbit f . 

To Mr. THOMAS SHERIDAN, 
Upon his Verfes written in Circles. By Dr. S w 1 f r» 

T T never was known that circular letters, 
"*• By humble companions, were fent to their betters : 
And, as to the fubjeft, our judgement, meberc^U, 
Is this, that you argue like fools in a circle. 
But now for your verfes j we tell you, imprimis, 
The fcgmcnt fo large 'twixt your reafon and rhyme is^ 
That we walk all about, like a horfe in a pound. 
And, before we find either, our noddles turn round. 
Sufficient it were, one would think, in your mad rant. 
To give, us your meafures of line by a quadrant. 
But we took our dividers, and found your d— n'd metre^ 
In each fingle verfe, took up a diameter. 
But how, Mr. Sheridan, came you to venture 
George, Dan, Dean, and Nim, to place in the centre J > 
'Twill appear, to your coft, you are fairly trepann'd. 
For the chord of your circle is now in their hand. 

• At Gaulftown, there is a remarkably famous echo. 
-f" An allufion to the found produced by the echo. 
I Their figures were in the centre of the verfes. 

CU Th« 
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The chord, or the tadius, it matter! no( whether^ 
By whkhiyour jide Pegaftis, fikt in atethery. 
As her betters are us*d^ ihall bo; lafli*d round' the rin 
Three fellows with .whips, and the Deaa holds dte ftri 
Will Hancock declares, you are out of your dooipa 
To encroach on his art by writing of bombafs.; 
And has taken juft now a firm rcfolution 
To anfwer your ftyle without circumlocution* 

Lady Betty * prefcnts you her fcrvicc moft humbl 
. And is not afraid your worlhip will grumble, 
That (he makes of your verfes a hoop for Mifs Tan 
Which is all-at prcfcnt j and fo I remain — * 



On Dr. SHERIDAN'S Circular Vjersj 
By Mr. GEORGE ROCHFORT. 

XTT I T H mufick and poetry equally bleft, 

^ A bard thus Apollo moft humbly add reft : 
*' Great author of harmony, verfes^ and^ligUtl 
^ AfTifted by thee, I both fiddle and write* 
^ Yet unheeded I fcrape, or I fcribble all day, 
** My verfe is neglefted, my tunes thrown away*. 
7** Thy fubftitute here,. Vice-Apollo t> difdains 
*< To vouch for my numbers, or lift to my ftrains j 

* The lady of George Rocbford, efq. 
t Mifs Thomafon, lady Betty's daughter, 
t Sec << Apollo to the Dean," p. 183. 
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' Thy manual fignct refufes to puc 
' To tlic airs I produce from the pen or the gut. 
' Be thou then propitious, great Phoebus; and grant 
' ReUefy or reward,, to my merit, or want. 

* Though the Dean and Dclany tranfccndently fhiae,. 
» O brighten one folo or fonnct of mine. 

* With them I *iii content thou (hoalciilmake ihy abode r 

* But vifit thy fcrvant in jig or in ode. 

' Make one work immortal : 'tis all I requeft'.** 
Apollo look'd pltasM j ar.d, refolving to jcft, 
teply'd) " Honeft- friend, I *vc coniider'd thy cafe : 
^ Nor diflike thy well-meanini^ and humourous face. 
' Thy petition I grant : the boon i&not great; 
' Thy works IhaU continue : p.nd here 's the receipt. 
' On rondeaus hereafter thy fiddle-firings fpend : 
'-Write verfcs in circles : they never fhall end.'* 

)N DA^N JACKSON'S PICTURE,. 
CUT IN SILK AND PAPER. 

T^'O fair Lady Betty, Dan fat for his pifture, 

■^ And defy'd her to draw him fo oft* as he piqi^dhcri 

le knew ihe M no pencil or colouring by her, 

^nd therefore he riioughi he might fafely defy hen 

Jome fit, fays my Lady ; then whips up her fciflfar,. 

^tid cuts out his coxcomb in hlk in a trice. Sir. 

)an fat with attention, and faw with fuiprize : 

low (he lengthened his chin, how ilie hollowed hk eycs-j 

Jut flattered himfelf with a fccvct conceit, 

That his tliin lantena jaws all her art would defeat. 

Lady 
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Lady Betty obfcrv'd it, then pulls out a pin. 
And varies the grain of the fluff to hi« grin ; 
Andy to m^ake roafted (ilk to refemble his raw-bon 
She rais'd up a thread to the jet of his jaw-bone ; 
Till at length in exafleft proportion he rofc. 
From the crown of his head to the arch of liis nof( 
And if Lady Betty had drawn him with wig and a 
*Tis certain the copy had out-done the original. 

Well, that 's but my out-lide, fays Dan with a va] 
Say you fo^ fays my Lady j I 've lin'd it with pape 

Patr. Delahy fc 

ON THE SAME PICTURE. 

CLARISSA draws her fciflars from the cafe 
To draw the lines of poor Dan Jackfon's face 
One floping cut made foreherAl, nofe, and chin, 
A nick produc'd a mouth, and made him grin> 
Such as in taylors* mjeafure you have fcen. 
But ftill were wanting his grimalkin eyes. 
For which grey worfted-Oocking paint fupplies. 
TlV unravel'd thread through needle's eye conveyed 
Transferred itfelf into his pafte-board head. 
How came the fcilTars to be thus out-done ? 
The needle had an eye, and they had none. 
O wondrous force of art ! now look at Dan — 
You *11 fwear the pafte-board was the better man. 
** The devil ! fays he, the head is not fo full !'* 
Indeed it is — behold the paper IkuU. 

ThO. SHERIDAN/rffiSi 

C 
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ON THB SAME PICTURE. 

"p\ AN*^S evil genius in a trice 

"■^ Had ftripp'd him of his coin at dice, 

Cloe, obfcrving this difgracc. 

On Pam cut out his rueful face. 

By G — , fay Dan, 'tis very hard,. 

Cut out at dice, cut out at card I 

G. ROCHF OUT fcuipi. 



ON THE SAME PICTURE. 

TXT'H I L S T you three merry poets traffio 

To give us a defcription graphic 
Of Dan*s large nofe in modern Sapphic; 

I fpend my time* in making Sermons, 
Or writing libels on the Germans, 
Or murmuring at Whigs' preferments. 

But when I would find rhyme for Rochfort, 
And look in Englifh, French, and Scotch for *t^ 
At lafl: I *m fairly forc'd to botch for *t. 

Bi-d Lady Betty recolleft her, 

And tell, who was it could dire6b her 

To draw the face of fuch a fpe6lre. 

I muft confefs, that as to me, Sirs, 
Though I ne'er faw her hold the fciflars^, 
I now could fafely fwear it is hers* 

'Tm 
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*Tis true, no nofe could come in better; 
'Tis a vaft fubjeft flufF'd with matter. 
Which all may handle, none can flatter* 

Take courage, Dan ; this plainly (hows. 
That not the wifeft mortal knows 
What fortune may befall his nofe. 

Shew me the brighteft Irifh toaft, 
Who from her lover e*er could boaft 
Above a fong or two at mod ; 

For thee three poets now are drudging all 

To praife the cheeks, chin, nofe, the bridge and all. 

Both of the pi^lure and original. 

Thy nofe's length and fame extend 
So far, dear Dan, that every friend 
Tries, who fliall have it by the end. 

And future poets, as they rife, 
Shall read with envy and furprize ' 
Thy nofe outfhiiiing Caelia's eyes. 

Jon. Swift. 

DAN JACKSON'S DEFENCE. 

" My verfc little better you 'U find than my face is 
" A word to the wife — ut pidura poi(Jis.'* 

'Tp H R E £ merry lads, with envy ftung, 
•*• Becaufe Dan's face is better hung, 
CombinM in verfc to rhyme it down» 

And in its place fee up their own i 

3 As 
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As if they *d run it do^rn much better 

By number of their feet in metre. 

Or that its red did caufe their fpite. 

Which made them 'iraw in black and white. 

Be that as 'twill, this is moft true, 

They were infpir'd by what they drew. 

Let then fuch criticks know, my face 

Gives them their comelinefs and grace : 

Whilft every line of face docs bring 

A line of grace to what they fing. 

But yet, methinks, though with difgrace 

Both to the pifture and the face, 

I (hould name them who do rehearfe 

The ftory of the pi£ture-farce ; 

The Squire, in French as hard as ftonc. 

Or flroqg as rock, that 's all as one, 

On face on cards is very brilk, Sirs, 

Becaufe on them you play at whiik, Sirs. 

But much I wonder, why my crany 

Should envy'd be "by De-el>any : 

And yet mucli more, that half-name fake 

Should join a pany in the freak. 

!For fure I am it was not fafe 

Thus to abufe his better half. 

As I (hall -prove you, Dan, to be, 

Drvifim and conjunftively. 

For if Dan love not Sherry, can 

Sherry be any thing to Dan ? 

This is the cafe whene'er you fee 

Dan makes nothing of Sherry ; 

Oi* 
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Or ihould Dan be by Sherry o'crta'cn. 
Then Dan would be poor Sherridane j 
'Tis hard then he ihould be decry'd 
By Dan with Sherry by his fide. 
But, if the cafe muil be fo hard. 
That faces fuffcr by a card, 
Let criticks cenfure, what care I ? 
Back- biters only we defy, 
Faces are free from injury. 

MR. ROCHFORT'S REPLY. 



} 



"XT O U fay your face is better hung . 
■*• Than ours — by what ? by nofe or tongue ? 
In not explaining, you are wrong 

to us. Sir. 

JSecaufe we thus muft flate the cafe. 
That you have got a hanging face, 
Th' untimely end 's a danm'd difgrace 

of noofe, Sir- 
But yet be not caft down : I fee 
A weaver will your hangman be ; 
You '11 only hang in tapeflry- 

with many. 

And then the ladies, I fuppofe, 
Will praife your longitude of nofe, 
For latent charms within your cloaths, 

dear Danny. 

ThD$ 
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Thus will the fair of every age 
From all parts make their pilgrimage, 
Worihip thynofc with pious rage 

of love, Sir* 

All their religion ^ill be fpcnt 
About thy woven monument. 
And not one orifon be fent 

to Jove, Sir. 

You the fam*d idol will become, 
As gardens gracM in ancient Rome, 
By matrons worihip'd in the gloom 

of night. 

O happy Dan ! thrice happy fure! 
Thy fame for ever fliall endure. 
Who after death can love fecure 

at iight. 

So far I tliought it was my duty 
To dwell upon thy boafted beauty ; 
Now I *11 proceed a word or two t'ye 

in anfwer 

To that part where you carry on 
This paradox, that rock and (lone 
In your opinion are all one. 

How can, Sir, 

A man of reafoning fo profound 

So Ihipidly be run aground, 

As things fo differently to confound 

t' our fenfes ? 

£xcept 
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^Except you judg'd diem by the knocik 
•Of near an-^qnal hardy block : 
Such an experimental ftrokc 
' '■ -convincei 

Then might you be, by.dint <jf nskm, 
A proper judge on this occafion ; 
?'Gainft feeling. there 's no xllfputation, 

is grante 

Therefore to thy "fupcrior wit, 
^Who made the trial, we fubmit ; 
IXhyhead to prove liie troth of it 

we wante 

In one alTertion you 're to blame, 
Where Dan and Sherry 's made the fame 
^Endeavouring to have your name 

reiin'd, Si 

You '11 fee moft groFsly you miAook, 
If you confult your fpelling-book, 
(Tlie better half you fay you took) 

you '11 -find, Si 

S, H, E, Jbe — and R, I, ri, 

Botli put together make Sbertyf 

D, A, N, J)aH -— makes up the three 

fyUablo 

•Dan is but one, and Sherri twt), 
Then, Sir, your choice will never do ; 
Tlierefore I *ve turn'd, my friend, on yo' 

the ubles 
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SI8T me, .my Mufe, wUIft'I labour to tiMb Mart 

CnJiiif Pi/otta, ijfi iahMU firfimiUm 

ook and you write with (o difTerent a grace* 

I envy ypur verle, though Idid nM your face... 

o him that think k rightly, there 't reafon enough^ . 

one is at fmooth «i the other is rough. 

: much I 'm amn*dyou<(hteldth4nIc'myi de(i|[n\ 

o rhyme down your nofe, o» your harlequin grini > 

h you. yourfclf. wonder the de*el ihould malign. J . 

f *tif To (\range, that your monfterlhif)'! craoy 

J be^nvy'd by him, much Icfs by Delany. 

gh I own to you, when I confidcr it Arifler^ 

r the painter, althougli not tlic pi6lure. 

uftly (lie *$ envy'il,..fincc a fiend of Hell ' 

lever drawn right but by her and RaphacL 

It, as to the charge, which yoa tell us is true, 

we were infpir'd by the fubjc£^ wc drew- 

'd we were, and well, Sir, you knew it, 

ot by your nofc, but the fair-one that drew iti 

our nufc been the Mule, weli<ui ncVr been infpir'd,. 

gh perhaps it might j uftly 'vc been f.idwc were fir'd.-* 

to the diviiion of woid&in your Oarfs, 

ny countryman's hurn-comb, into three halvet| 

die not with 't, but prefume to make merry, 

:aird Dan one half, and t'other half Sherry i 

if Dan 'i a half, as you call *t o'er and o'er, 

it can't be deny'd that Sherry's two mprc. 

Xm I. R For - 
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For pray give me leave to hy^ Sir, for all you. 
That Sherry *s at leaft of doable tjc Valtie. • 
But perhaps^, Sir, you did it to fill up the verfe : 
So crouds in a copcert (hke ajttors m farce^ 
Play two parts in one, when fcrapcrs are fcarce. 
But be that as 'twill, you "II know* more abon. Sir, " 
When Sheridan fends to Merry Dan anfwer. 

S H E R I D A N'S REPLY. 

nPHREE merry lads you own we afe ; 
•*■ *Tis very true, and free from care. 
But envious we cannot bear, 

believe, S 
For, were all forms of beauty thine. 
Were you like Nereus foft and fine. 
We fhould not in the lead repine, 

or grieve, Si 
Then know from us, nvoft beauteous Dan, 
That roughnefs beft becomes a man ; 
•Tis women fhould be pale and wan, 

and tape 
And all your trifling beaux and fops. 
Who comb their brows and fleek their chops. 
Arc but tlie offspring of toy-fliops, 

meer vipoQ 
"We know your morning-hours you pafs 
To cull and gather out a face j 
I» this tlie way you take your glafs ? 

Forbear i 
Tk 
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Thofe loadfs of paint ypon your toilet, 
Will never mend your face, but fpoil it, 
It looks as if you did par-boil it : 

Dnnk claret. 
Your cheeks, by deeking, are fo lean. 
That they 're like Cynthia in the wane. 
Or breaftof goofe when 'tis pick'd clean, 

or puIleL 
See what by drinking you have done : 
You *ve made your phiz a Ikeleton, 
From the long diftance of your crOw% 

t* your gullet I 



A REJOINDER, 
BY THE DEAN, IN JACKSON'S NAME. 

TTT-EARtED with faying grace and prayer, 

^^ i haften'd down to country air. 
To read your anfwer, and prepare 

reply to *t. 
But your fair lines fo groTsly flatter. 
Pray do they praife me, or befpatter ? 
I muft fufpeft you mean the latter— 

All! fly.booti 
It muft be fo! what elfe, alas 
Can mean by culling of a face, 
And ftU that fhiff* of toilet, glafs, 

and box-comb } 
R 2 But 
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But be *c ts *twiU, this you tnuft gnnt^' 
That pu ^e t dawb, whilil I but pdnt ; 
Then whickof Us two is the quaint^^ 

r value not you» jokes of noofet 
Your gibes, and aU your foul abufe^ • 
More than the dirt iseneath my (hoes, • 

norJ 

Yet one thing vexes m«y I own, 

Thou forry fcare-crow o&ftin and (>one ; 

To be call*d lean by a ikeiston, 

who'db 

•Tis true indeed, to curry friends. 
You feein to praife, to make amends^ 
And yet, before yout (lanza ends, 

you ft 

*Bottt latent charms beneath my cloaths { 
For every one that knows me knows 
That I have nothing like.my nofe 

abo 

pafs now 'whbre }xm fleer and iMghy 
*Caufe I call Dan my better half ?" 
Qh there you think you have me fafe * 

But ho] 

li not a penny often found 

To be much greater than a pound ? 

fiy your guvxl leave, my moil profound 

andb 
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rDta 't noble meetle« Sherry btfe ; 
* So Dtn't the better^ though the left, 
*Aii ounce of gold 's worth ten of brifi^ 

dull pedtni f 

At to your fpelling, let me fee. 

If SHE makes ^#r, ind RI maket ry, 

'Good.fpclling-mafter! yourcrany 

hai lead on. 't. 



ANOTHER REJQINDEK, 
BY THE DEAN, IN JACKSON'S NAMi: 

' ^T^HREE days for anfvver I have waircd, 
'*' I thought an ace you \\ ne'er liave bated, 
And art thou forc'd to yield, ill-fated 



poeta(\f r ' 



Henccfoith acknowledge, that a nofe 

Of thy dimenfion's fit for prjofe, 

But every one^ that- knows Dan, knows 



Blulh for ill-fpclltng, for ill-lines, 
And fly with hurry to fsmines \ 
' Thy fame, thy genius now declines, 

>' I hear with fume concern you roar. 
And flying think to quic the fcore 
• -By clapping biUet& on your door 



thy maOf r 



proud boaf>ei . 



and pofts. Sir. 
P 1 Thy 
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Thy ruiti, Tom, I never meant, 
1 'm grievM to hear your banifbnientf 
But ^leas*d to find you do relent 

andciyop. 
I raaul*d you, when you lookVI fo faiuflf> 
But now I ^1 fecret keep your fhiflT^ 
For kno>^ proftration is enough 

todi'Iioik 

SHERIDAN'S SUBMISSION. 

BY THE DEAN. 

** Cedo jam, miferae cognofcens prsemia rhatf 
** Si rifca efl, ubi tu pulfas ego vapulo tantmiL** 

POOR Sherry, inglorious. 
To Dan the vi^orious, 
Prefents, as 'ds fitting, 
Petition and ^eeting. 

TO you viftorious and brave, 
^ Your now-fubdued and fuppliant Have 

Mofl humbly fues for pardon ; 
Who when I fought ftill cut me down^ 
And when I vaniih'd fled the town, 

Purfued and liud me hard on. 
Now lowly crouch*d I cry peccavi. 
And profirate fupplicate pour ma viff 

Your mercy 1 rely on j 
For you, my conqueror and my king, 
Jn pardoning, as in punilhing, 

Will (hew yourfclf a lion. 

Alttt 
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Alas I Sir, I had no defign. 
Sue was unwarily drawn, in ; 

For fpitc I ne'er had any j 
*Twas the damn'd fquire with the hard name j 
The de'el too that ow'd me a fhame. 

The devil and Dclany j 

They tempted me t' attack your highnefs. 
And then, with wonted wile and (lynefs^ 

They left me in the lurch r 
Unhappy wretch ! for now, I ween, 
I 've nothing left to vent my fplcea 

But ferula and birch r 

And they, alas ! yield fmall relief, 
Seem rather to renew my grief, 

My wounds bleed all anew : 
For every ftroke goes to my hear^ 
And at each la(h I feel the fmart 

Of laih laid on by you. 

To the Rev. DANIEL JACKSON; 

To be humbly prefented by NJr; -Sheridan Ut 
Perfon, with Refpedty Care» and Speed*. 

Dear Dan, 

TTERE I return my truft, nor afk^ 
^ -*• One penny for remittance 5 
If I have well performed my talk. 
Pray fend me an acquittance.. 

R 4 ' To# 
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Too long I bore this weighty ptck» 

As Hercules the iky j 
Now take him you, Dan "AtUs, backs 

Lcttne be ftarider^by. 

Not all the witty things you fpeak 

In com.pafs of a day. 
Not half the puns j^ou itiake a week. 

Should bribe his longer Aay. 

^ With me you left him out at nurfe, 

Yet are you not my debtor ; 
Tor, as he hardly can be worfc, 
ine^r could make him better. 

^ He rhymes and puns, and puns^ond rhymet, 
Jufl as he did before; 
And} when he*8 lafii'd a hundred timet^ 
He rhymes and puns the more. 

-Wheniods are laid on ileh«oI*boys-buras» 

The more they friik and (kip : 
T-he fchool-boy's top but louder hums, 
^The more they ufe the whip. 

"Thus, a lean bead beneath a load 

(ft^beaft of frifh breed) 
^ Will, in a tedious, dirty road. 

Outgo the prancing Heed. 

^ou knod^ him down and down in viin» 

And lay him flat before ye, 
^or, foon as he gets up again, 
•: Ut 'ILArut, and cry, FiJIaridl 
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'^t erery ifaroke of inine» he felly ^ 

Tis croe he roar'd and cry'd ; 
But his impeoetrtble (hell 

Could feel no harm befide. 

The tortoife^htlBy- with motion flow, 

Will diixiber up a 1i«^n ; 
"Yet, fenfclefs to the hardeft bloMr^ 
Gets nothing but a fall. 

Dear Dan/ then^'wliy fhould you, or I» 

Attack his pericrany ? 
Andy (ince It is in vain to try. 

We '11 fend him to D'elany. 

POSTSCRIPT, 

Lean Tom, when I faw him, laft week, on'hisborfc 

awry, , 
Threaten'd loudly to turn me to floM with hitforcery. 
But, I think, liule Dan,- that, in fpighr of what <our 

' fo^ (ays, 
- He will fin\l I read Ovid andliis Metamorphoiis. 
ForH)mitting the firft (where I make a comparifoii» 
With a fort of.allufion to Putland ♦ or Harrifon) 
Yet, by myMcription, you *11 find he in Ihort is 
A pack and a gMran,* atop and a'toftc^fe. 
Solhope from henceforward you ne'erw!lla(k,canlmattl 
'This teazing, conceited, rude, iniblent animal ? 
And, if this rebuke might turn to Ym benefit, 
<For I pity the man) I (hould be glad then of it. 

♦ Alluding to the Prologue, mentioned above, p. 117- 

TO 
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•T O D R.* S H E R I D A 
On his ** Art qf PuNNiffo." 

TT AD I ten thoufand mouths and tongues, 
*-■■'*■ Hatl I ten thoufand pair oiiungj^ 
Ten thoufand yrw/// with brains to thioki 
Ten thoufand /«r</^« of j«>. 
Ten thoufand bands and pens to write 
Thy praife / ^dfiuij day and night* ' 

Oh may thy Work for ever live ! 
(Dear Tom, a friendly zeal forgive,) 
May no vile mifcreant fawcy Cook 
Prefume to tear thy learned Book^ 
Tojinge bis Foivl for nicer gueft. 
Or /i» // on tbe Turkeys breafl, 
Keep it from pajiy bak'd ox flyings 
From broiling Jiake, or fritters /ryinf^. 
From lighting pipe, or making fnufff 
Or cafing up 2t feather muff. 
From all the fe\ oral ways the Grocer 
(Who to the learned world *s a foe. Sir,) 
Has found in tivyiing, joldingy packing. 
His brains and ours at once a racking. 
And m'gy it never €url the bead. 
Of either livtng black or dead I 
Thus, when all dangers tliey have pafl> 
"YoMX Uavesy like leaves qf b>afsy Ihaii laft. 
No blctfl fliall from a CritUk's breathy 
By vile in^c&iomy caufc their death. 
Till thev \i\jiames at laft expire. 

And kelp tofet the world on fire. 

5 STEL 



STELLA TO DR, SWIFT* 
On his Birth-day, Nov, 30,. 1721, 

ST. Patrick's Dcan^ yoor country'! pride. 
My «arly «ad my only guide. 
Let me among the reft attend, 
Your pupil and your humble friend. 
To celebrate in female flrains 
The day that paid your mother's pains 1 
Defcend to take that tribute due 
In gratitude alone to you. 

When men began to call me fair^ 
You interpos'd your timdy care j 
You early taught me to dcfpifc 
The oglinii: of a coxc0mb'8 eyes $ 
Shew'd where my judgement was mifplac'df 
Rcfin'd my fancy and my tafte. 

Behold that beauty. ju(l decay'd. 
Invoking arc to nature's stid : 
Forfook by her adirJring train, . 
She fpreads her tatter'd nets in vain } 
Short was her part upon the iUgc ; 
Went fmoothly on for half a page j 
Her bloom was gone, ihe wanted art. 
As the fCenc changed, to change her part : 
She, whom no lover could reiid. 
Before the fecond aft was hifsM. 
Such is the fate of female race 
With no endowments but a facej 
Before the thirtieth year of life, 
A maid forlorn, or hated wife. 

Stella 



^5» ^WI FT'S POE Kftl 

Stella to you, hei^ tutor, owes 
Thit ihe has ne'er refembled thofe ; 
Nor was a burden to mankind 
With half her courfe of yean* behind. 
You uugh t how I mj^t youth prolong. 
By knowing what was right and wrong i 
How from my heart to bring Supplies 
Of liiilre to my fading eyesi 
How foon «' beauteous mind repairs 
The lofs of i^ang'd or falling hairs i 
How wit and irinue from within 
Send out a fmoothnefs •'cr the ikin : 
Your le£^ttres coaid my fancy fix. 
And I can pleafe at thiny-r». 
The iight of Cloe at fifteen 

' Coquetting^. 'gives not me the fplcen ; 
The idol now of every fool 
Till time fhall make their* paflions cool; 
Then tumbling down^time's fteepy hill, 

^ While Stella holds her (lation ftilL 

' Oh ! turn your precepts^into laws, 
Redeem the womni*s ruin'd caufe. 
Retrieve led empire- to our fex, 
That men may bow their rebel necks. 
Long be the day that gave you birth 
Sacred to friendjfiiip, wit, and mirth; 
Late dying may you cad a (hred 

t'Of your rich mantle o'er my head i 
\ To bear with dignity my forrow, 

vOne day ahne, tbtH, dh t$*morr9W* 
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TO S T E L L Aj 
0tl HER BIRTH-BAY, i^i-ti:. 

TTTHILE, Ste11a».t(»*yovir lifting pnitfe 
^^ The Mufe her annual tribute payt^« 
While I afligo myfelf a talk 
Which you ex^pp&f but fcorn tojdk ; . 
If I ^rform-thls tafk with paioy.. 
Let roe of partial fate complain s . 
You every year the debt enlarge, . 
I grow lefs equal to the charge : 
In you each virtue brighter (hines, . 
But my poetictvein declines ;, 
My harp will foon in vain be. fining, . 
And all your virtues left unfang : 
Fornoneiimong the upftart race 
Of Poets dare afiume my place ; 
Your wgnh will be to them unknown, . 
They muft have Stella's of their own i 
And thus, my ftock of m4c decayed, , 
I dying leave the debtiwpatd, 
Unlefs Delany^-as^my heir« 
Will anfwer for the whole arrear. 

ON THE GREAT BURIED BOTTLER. 
BY DR. DiELANY* 

A MPHORA,quac mocftuw linquiSf fefctumque wvifei . 
-^"*" Arentem dominum^ (it tibi terra levis. 
Tu quoque dcpofitum ferves, neve opprime, marroor j 
Amphora non meruit tam pretiofa morL 

£PI^:^iA^H, 
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EPITAPH, iBY THE SAME* 

TTOC. tumulata jacet proles Lensea fepulclupb^ 
•*•■ Immorcale genuS| nee peritura jacet ; 
Q^in oritura iterum, laatris concreditur alvo; 
Bis natum reiferuDt te quoque, Bacche Pate^. 



STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY; 

A great Bottle .of Wine, long buried, being that 

Day dug up, 1722-3. 

"n ESOLV'D my annual vcrfc to pay, 
"■-^ By duty bomid, on Stella's day, 
Furmlh'd whh-papei^ p^u* and ink, 
I gravely fat -me down to think : 

bit my. nails, and fcratch'd my head. 
But found my wit a»d fancy fled : 
Or, if with more than ufual pain, - 
A thought came (lowly from my brain. 
It cod me lord knows how much time 
To fhape it into fenfe and rhyme : 
And, "what- was yet a greater curfc, 
Long thinking made my fancy wx)r&* 

Forfaken by th' infpiring Nine, 
I Waited at Apollo's (hrine : 
J told him what the world would fay. 
If Stella were unfung to-day j 

How 



How I fh6tfld hide my head finr ^nune^ 
When both the Jacks «nd Rci^bm aadift; 
How Ford would fro^ti, ht>w fim wo«iid ktr^ 
How Sheridan thd rogUe Wiiuld liiceiv 
And fvvear it does not always folimvi 
That femel *rt anno t*idet JipifUo. 
I have a(rur**d tfhrtn twenty times^ 
That Phoebus hclpM me in ttif thyides 5 
Phoebus infpir'd me from above^ 
And he and I were hand and <^k)\*e. 
But, finding me fo dull and dry fificfc. 
They '11 call it all poetic licence J 
And, wlien I brag of aid divine, 
TJiink EufJen's right as good as ipiile. 

Nor do I aik for Stella's fake ; 
'Tis my own credit lies at flake : 
And Stella will be fung, while I 
Can only be a ftander-by. 

Apollo, having thought at Imle, 
Returned this anfy^er to adttle. 

Though you ihould live like old Methufaktty. 
I furnifli hints, and you Aall ufe all *tm,' 
You yearly fing as (he grows old. 
You 'd leave lier virtues half -untdld. 
But, to fay truth, fuch dulncfs reigns, 
Through the whole fet of Irilh deans, 
I'm daily ttuniVd widi fuch a medley, 
Dean W-r, -Dean D— , and Dean Smedlcy, 
That, let \Vhat Dean foever come. 
My orders afe, I 'm BOt at home ; 

Andy 



i^ir SWIFT'S ROJ^M^SS^. 

Andy if your voice had not been knid^ . 
Yott muft have pafk'd among the iuood«». 

BtttnoWy youridaagertopitreaty 
You muftjpplf to Mrs. Brent ; 
For ihe, as ^prieftefa, knows the. rites 
Wherein the god o^arth delights. 
Fir(l» nine ways looking, kther (land . 
With an old poker in. her hand; 
Iiet her defcribe a circle round 
In Saunders' cellar: on the ground j: . 
A fpade let prudent Arohy hold,. 
And with difcretion dig the mould 
bet Stella look, with watchful eye, 
Rebeccat Ford, and Grattans by. 

Behold the bottle, where it lies 
With neck elated towards the Ikies I ' 
The god of winds and god of jBre 
Did to its wondrous birth confpire ; 
And Bacchus for the poet's u(ip 
Four'd in a flronginfpirin^ jui(e« 
9ee I as you raife.it from its tppt), . 
It drags behind a fpa^i^s >VOip\>, 
And in the fpaci^us womb ppptains ' 

A fovereign medicinf for thf l^^ins^ 

You 11 find it fgon» if f^e ponff ni|^ 
If not, a thoufandiAIts. Brff^llt 
Ten thoufand Archys arm'd with fpades, . 
May dig.in vain to Pluto's (hades. 

From thence a plenteous draught infufc* « 
And boldly then invoke thf Mu^ 

(Ba 



^TELIA'S Bl^f ft-ttAY. ^^ 

•(But firft let 'Robert, ' on hk knees, 

With caution drain it from the lees) t - ■ ' 

The Mufe will at your call appear, 

With Stella's 'praife to crown the year. 

A SATIRICAL £L£6Y 

On THE Death OP 
A LATE FAMOUS GENERAL* ! 

TTIS Grace ! impoflible ! what icad! 

**•-'' Of old age too, and in his bed! 

And could that mighty warrior fall, 

«And "fo inglorious, after alU * '. - 

Well, fince he 's gone, no matter how. 

The hift lond'trump muft wake him now : 

Aadftrud me, as. the noiCe grows Aronges^ 

He 'd wifli to ileep a little longer. 

And could he be indeed To old 

As by the new€-papers we *pe told? 
TThreclcore, I think, is pretty high ; 

'Twas time in confoience he ihoald die! 
This world he cumber'd long enough j 
He burnt his candle to thclhuff ; 
And that 's the reafon, fome folks thinks 
He left behind fo greaft' a f^^k* 

Behold his funeral appears, 
^or widow's ftghs, nor orphan's tears, 
Wont at fuch times each heart to pierce. 
Attend the progrefs" of his liearfe. 

' ^'irb'u 1. s ^ut 



f^S «WlFT'i; POEMS* 

3ut what of thtt ? bk frifnd« may f»3f> 
He had thofe hcmoars 4a YAs day. 
True to his profit aad hU fride> 
He made them weep be^e he dy*d. 
Come hither, all ye empty things f 
Ye bubbles rais'd by breath ot kings f 
Wlibl^u^tbe^iABoTfei^l • 
Come hither, and behold your fatOk 
Let Pride be taught by this rebuke, 
Bd^ itry ihcjto ^^rhiftg ^ ^ Bukb ; 
From all his iU-got honours flung^ 
Turn'd to that dirt from whence lie !pru^g« 
\ 

DEAN SMEDLteY*$ fE'TITJO 

TO TflE DUKE OF GRAFTON, 

" Htm dbmu^ atJt "ftrndtis^" Htm 

TT was, my lord, die dexerbus ikik 
* Of t'other Jorfarf>an, viz. Swift, 
But now St. PaEtiidk*s faucy deUD, 
With filver'tetgc atid fur^ce clean. 
Of Oxford, dr of Ormotid^ ^toe. 
In loofer rhyme tb 6i^ a place. 
A place Jie got, yclept ^tjfali, 
'Aid eke a thoufandipounds withal; 
And| were he a lefs wiciy wrktfr. 
He might as well hei'&igot amittft. 

Thus I, -the Jonathan of -Cloghcr, 
In humble lays, Hfry tHadUs ao^tfer. 



SMEDLEY^S PETITION. 159 

Approach your grice with grateful hearty 
>fy thanks and ;eeife boch void of art, 
Content with what your bounty gave, 
1^0 larger income do I crave x 
Rejoicing that, in hetiir timfi, 
Grafton requires my loyal lines. 
Proud ! while my pabron is polite, 
I likev^^fe to the patriot- write ! 
Proud ! that at oi^ce i can comnaend 
Kmg George^t And the MuCes' friend 1 
Endear'd to Britain 1 and to thee 
(PitjoinM» Htberma|.hy the fca), 
Endear'd by twice three anxious years. 
Employ '5I in guaniian toija and cares { 
By love, by,w]£dom, andixy&ill; 
For he has fay'd diee 'gatnft thy will. 

But where (hall Smedley make his neft, 
And lay las wandering head to reft ? 
Where ihall he Bio4 » -decent houfe. 
To treat his fnends^-and chear his (ppu^e^ 
Oh ! tackf my lord, fome preay cure 1 
in wholefome foil, and aether pure ; 
The garden ftor'id with aitkfs flowers. 
In either a^lc il^ady howers. 
No gay parterre, with coftly green, 
Witl^a liie ambient hedge be feen : 
Let Nature freely take her courfe, 
Nor &^> iix>m me luigrateful force ; 
No fheeiis Aall check her -f priming vigovw, 
Norlhapc tb^ycws to- antic figure •. 




} 



io BWIPT*^ POEMS. . 

A linvpid brook (hall trout fupply, ' 

In May, to take the mknic fly; 

Round a fmall orchard may it mn, 

Whofe apples redden to the fun. *> ■ - 

Let all be fnug, and warm, and nieat ; 

For fifty turned a fafe retxeat. 

A little Eudon may it be, 

Euflon I '11 carve en every tree. 

But then, to keep it in repair. 

My lord-^njuki Ji/ty pounds a year 

Will barely do ; but if your grace 

Could make them i&KWrA/i— charming place I 

Thou then -wouWft Ihcw another face. 

Clogher I far north, my lord,- it lies, 
Midfl I'nowy hills, inclement ikies ^ 
One filivcrs with the Ar6lic wind, 
■One hears the polar axis grind. 
Good John * indeed, with beef and claret^ 
Makes the place warm that one may bear it* 
He has a purfe to keep a table. 
And eke a foul as hofpitable. 
My heart i% good ; but affets fail, 
To fight with dorms of fnow and haiL 
Bcfides, the country 's thin of people* 
Who feldom meet but at the Aeeple : 
The trapping dean, that's gone to D0WII9 
I^e'er nam'd the thing without a frown, 
When, mucli fatigued with fermon-ftudy^ 
He felt his brain grow dull and otuddyi 

• Bp. Sicme. 

No 



S MEDLEY'S PETITiaN. tit- 
No 6c companion- could be found,, 
To pufh the lazy bottle round t 
Sure then, for want of better folkt 
T« pledge, bu clerk wat orthodox* 

Ah ! how unlike to Gerard-flreet, 
Where l)eaux and belles in parties meet; 
Where gilded chairs and coaches throng, 
And joOle as .they trowl along i 
Where tea and coffee hourly flow, 
And gape- feed does in plenty growi 
And Cyriz (no clock nu)re certain) otict, 
£xa£): at feven^ " Hot mutton-pies I" 
There lady Luna in her fphere 
Once fhone, when Paunccforth was not near { 
But now (lie wanes, and, as 'tis faid, 
K.ccps fober hours, and goes to bed. 
There—but 'tis endlefs to write down 
All the amufements of the town i - 
And fpoufc will think herfelf quite undone. 
To trudge to Connor ^ from fweet London ; 
And care we q[iull our wives to pleafe, 
Or elfe'— we (hall be ill at eafe. 

You fee, my l^rdr what 'tis I lack, 
'Tis only fume convenient Uick^ 
Some parfonage-houfc, with garden fwcet,. 
To be my late, my lad retreat \ 
A decent churchclofc by its fide. 
There, preaching, praying, to rcfide |. 
» ♦ The bifhoprick of Connor is united to* that of 
Down j but there, are two deans, 

S3 And,. 
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And, a» my tirae {ecurely rolls. 
To (iiTe my own and otiKr fouis. 



THE DURESS ANSWEI 
BY DR. SWIFT. 

"P^ E A R Stfitd, I rtAd thy brilliiht lihrt^ 
• ^^ Where wit in kH tt« glofy flrihtt j 
Where complim«?nti, with all their pHde» 
Are by their numbch dighified : 
I hope, ,txj make yoir yet as dcaA 
As that fame Viz, St. Patrick's dcai^. 
1 11 pvt i\i^^ furpRcei *Oetfi^ artdJlM^ 
And miay be fomethi^ dfe withal ; 
And,^ wore ybu ijot fo good a writet, 
I (hould prefeWt y6ti with a tnitre. 
Write worft then, tfyou can — Be Wift*-^ 
Believe roe, *tis the '^hay to tij$. 
Talk not tHoMkgtfthy nifit 
Ah I nevir Ihy thy hiad to reft I 
That biadfo kvell nviib rivifdom frtHifhti 
That tvritis nvithout the toU of thought f 
While others rack their bnfy brains. 
You arc not in the lead at pains. 
Down to yonr deanty now repair. 
And build A cajlli in fbe air, 
I 'm fure a man of your fine fcnfe 
Can do it With a frfiall expencc. 
Inhere your dear fyoufe dnd yon together 
May breathe your bellies f«U of mthtr* 

N W 



ANSWER TO »M£DLEY. 2I3 

When lady Luna it your neighbour, 

She 'H help your wifi when (he '• in labour 4 

Well (kill'd in midwife artiiioei, * 

For flie herfelf ok*f$Uf im pjiCif. 

There you (hall fee a rarwjbin/u 

Will make you fcom this worU b^U^^ 

When you behold the milky way. 

At white as fnow, as bright ^ day; 

The gUtrering condellacions roll 

About the grinding Ar£Uq pole j 

The lovely tingling in your car«, 

Wrought by the uiufick of the fpheret--- 

Your fpoufc (hall then no longer he£^or» 

Vou need not fear a curtRtn-l<!£^ure t 

Nor (hall Ac think that (he is UMdwi 

For quitting her beloved London. 

When fi>e 's exalted in tlte ikies. 

She '11 never think of mutton-pies 1 

WlKn you 're advanc'd above titan Vit, 

Youil never think of gomly Giit. 

But ever, ever, live ik eafe, 

And (\iiv«, ajxl ftrive, jr««r njtfifi to pUmfi % 

In her you 11 oeptre all your joys, 

And get ten thoufand girls and boys 1 

T^n ilioufand girls and boys you 'U get, 

And tiiey Bkjc liars . (hall rift .and ftU 

While ^^n tmdfpoufst transformed, (hall ftyn 

Be a nvwfun and a ntfw moon t 

Nor (hall you drive your borojs ;o hide, 

For then your horns (hall be your pride. 

S4 V£RS£8 
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VERSES BY S^ T E L t Al 

TF it be true, celeftial Powers, 
■*■ That you have form*d me fair. 
And yet, in air my vaincft hours,. 

My mind has been my care : 
Then, in return, I beg this grace. 

As you were ever kind, 
What envious Time takes from my face,. 

Beftow upon my mind ! 



O 



JEALOUSY. BY THE SAME*. 

Shield me from his j:age, celeftial Powers ; 

This tyrant, that embitters all my hours I 
Ah, Love ! you 've poorly play'd the hero*s part : 
You conouer'd, but you can't defend, my heart. 
When firft 1 bent beneath your gentle reign, 
I thought this monfter banifh'd from your train : 
But you would raife him to fupport your throne;. 
And now he claims your empire as his own. 
Or tell me, tyrants ! have you both agreed, 
That where one reigns, the otlier (hall fucceed > 

DR. DELANY'S V I L L A^ 

TT70ULD you that Delvilie I defcribe? 

^ ~^ Believe me, Sir, I will not gibe : 
For who would lie fatirical 
Upon a thing fo very fmall ? 

♦ On the publication of " Cadenus and VancfTa." 

Yott 
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You fcarce upon the borders cntcr^ 
p«foFQ you 're at the very ceitrc 
A (ingle crow can make it night. 
When o*er your farm (he takes her flight : 
Yet, in this narrow compafs, we 
Obfcrve a vaft variety; 

Both walks,, walls,, meadows, and parterres^ 
Windows, and doors, and rooms and flairs. 
And hills and dales, and woods and fields. 
And hay, and grafs, and corn, it yields ; 
All to your haggard brought fo cheap in, 
Without the mowing or the reaping ;. 
A razor, though, to fay 't I 'm loth, 
Would fbave you and your meadows both. 

Though fraall *s the farm, yet here 's a houfe. 
Full large to entertain a moufe ;■ 
But. where a rat is dreaded more 
Than favage Caledonian boar -, 
For, if it's enter'd by a rat. 
There is no room to bring a cat. 

A little rivulet fecms to (leal 
Down through a thing you call a vale,. 
Like tears adown a^ wrinkled cheek. 
Like rain along a blade of leek ; 
And this you call your fweet meander y 
Which might be fuck'd up by a ganderi 
Could he but force his nether bill 
To fcoop the channel of the rill. ' 

¥or fure you M make a mighty clutter, . 
Were it as big as city-gutter. 

Next 
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Next come I to vour kitchen-^rdeA, 
Where one poor nftufe would fu:« b«e bard la f 
And round this garden is a walk. 
No longer than a taylor's chalk ; 
Thus I compare What ipace is in tt, 
A fnail creeps round it in a minute. 
One lettuce makes a Ihift to fqueeze 
Up through a tuft you call your trees : 
Andy <0nce a year, a tingle rofe 
Peeps from the bud, hut never blows j 
In vain then you expe£fc its bloom 1 
It cannot blow, for want of room. 

In ihort, in all your boafled feat» 
There 's nothing but yourfelf that's GmtAT- 



On one of the Windows at Del villi. 

A Bard, grown defirous of faving his pelf, 
'^^ Built' a houfe Jbe was fure would liold Dooebuc 

himfclf. 
This enrag'd god ApoUo, who Mereurj ieat> 
And bid Hm go sAl what his votary meant. 
•^ Some foe to my empire has been his adviier : 
** 'Tis of dreadful portent when a poet turns mafer f 
^* Tell him, Hermes, from me, tell that fubje^k of iiibe» 
■*' I have fworn by The Styx, to defeat his ddign; 
<* For wherever he lives, dw Mufes £iaU reign ; 
^< And the Mufes^ he know&, have a nuoaeroas tram.** 

CARBERLfi 
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CAR BfiRIiS IlUP£S» 
IN COMITATU COROAG£NSL tf%^. 

P^CCB ingens firagmen fcopuli, quod ftrtict fummo 
^ Defuper impcndet, nuUo fundamine nixum 
Decidit ia flu£^ui t maria undique & undiqut faxa 
Horrifono Aridore tonant, & ad aethera murmur 
£ngicur i crepidatque fuit Nepcunus in undis. 
Nam, longli venti rabici atque afpergine crcbri 
^uorei laticis, fptfcut im& rupe cavatur r 
Jam fultura ruic, jam fumma cacumina mitaac j 
Jam cadic in prxceps moles» Sc verberat undai. 
AttonitvB crcdasy hinc dejccilTe Tonantem 
Montibus imporuos montesi & Pelion ahum 
In capita anguipadum coilo jacul^e gigaatum. 

Sxpe eciam fpelunca immarti apcritur hiatu 
Exefa h fcopulis, & utrinque foramina pandit^ 
Hinc ttqnt hinc a ponto ad pontum pervia Photbo* 
Cautibut enormc jun6ti« laquearia to£)d 
Formanturi moles olim niitura fupemi. 
Pornice fublimi nidos pofuare palumbea, 
Inque imo flagni poTuere cubilia phocae. 

Sed, cum faevit hyemt, 8c Tenti» carceit rupeoy. 
Immenfoa volvunt flu£hi8 ad cuimina moncit i 
Non obfefTae arces, non fulmini vindice dextnl 
MilFa Jorisy quotiet inimicas fjevie in urbes, 
Rxxquanc fonitum undarum» vonknte procoUft t 
LictoraUctorlfbuireboanti f Icioia latl* 

Gcta 



a68 SWIFT?S P ,0 E Rf & 

Gens aflueta mari, & jedibus percurrcre rupes». 
Terretur tamen, A loflge fugit, arva relinqjiens^ 
Gratriina dum carpunt pendcnics rape capellx,. 
Vi faHcntis aquae de fummo pnscrpitantur,. 
Et dulces animas imo fub gurgite linquunt, 

• Pifcator terra non audiet vellere ftincm ; 
Sed latet in portu tremebunduSj & aera fudunr 
Haud fj)erans, Ncreum prccibus VotHque fatigau 



CAR B ERY ROC |C S, . 
TRANSLATED BY DR, DUNKIK 

T O ! from the top of yonder clifF, that ihroud^ 
•*-' Its airy head artvidft the azure clouds, 
Hangs a l«ige fragment ; dcftitute of props,. 
Prone on the waves the rocky ruin drops i 
With hoarfe rebuff the fwclling feas rebound. 
From (hope to ihore the rocks return the found : 
The dreadful murmur heaven's high convex cleave^ 
And Neptune (brinks beneath his- fubje£k waves ; 
For long the whirling winds and beating tides 
Had fcoop'd a vault into its nether fides. 
Now yields the bafe^ the fummirs nod, now urge 
Their headlong coude, and lalh the founding furge. 
Not louder noife could ihake tlie guilty world, 
When Jove lieapU mountains upon mounuins hurrd-s 
Retorting Pelionfrom his dread abode. 
To cruih Earth's rebcl-fons- beneath >tlie load. 

Oft' 
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Ofr* too with hideous yawn th«|cavein wide 
T^refenct -an oriBce on either (ide, 
A difiiul oriticc, fioro fea to fea 
Excctuled, pt rviuus to the God of Day : 
Uucoutlvly join'd, atie rocks (lupcndous form 
An arch, the luia of a future ftorm i 
High on the cliff their ncl>s the Woodqucfls make^ 
And Sea-calves ftahlc in the oozy lake. 

But when blc^k Winter with hi& fullen traia 
Awakes the winds to vex the watery plain i 
When o'er the craj^gy llccp without control. 
Big with the bla(l» the raging billows roll t 
Kot towns l)cleaguer*dy not the flaniing brani|t 
Darted from Heaven by Jove*s avenging liand, 
'Ofc' as on impious men his wraih he pours. 
Humbles their pride, and blalls tlietr gildod towers^ 
Equal the tumult of this wild uproar t 
Waves rufh o'er waves, rebellows ihore to IhoK. 
TJbc neighbouring race, chough wont to brave the ihocki 
Of angry feas^, and run along the rooks. 
Now pale witli terror^ wliile the ocean foams, 
Fly far and wide, nor truH their native homes. 

The goats, while pendent from the mountain* top 
The wiiherM herb improvident they crop, 
Wafh'd down the precipice with fuddcn fi^^eep, 
Lcaver.their fweet lives beneath th' unfatliom*d deep^ 

The frighted Efber^ with defponding cyei,' 
Though fafe, yet trembling in the harbour lict| . 
Nor hoping to behold the ikies ferene. 
Wearies with vows the monarch of the main. 
• • z UPON 
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UPON THE HORRID PLOT 

DISCOVSJIJED BY HARLE^yiN, 

The BiAop of RecHEsryB'S French Dog ^ 

in a Pialogue hetwieen a W^id and 4 Tory. 171^^ 

T ASK *D « Whig the other night> 
-■' How- came- thk wicked plot to light > 
He anfwei'cly . that a i% of late 
Inform^^ 4 rainl(br of l^at«. 
Said I, fioiii Chenee I Bothing know s 
For anreflotiilKafoRiiersib? 
A viUaifi ^10 \m friend ^etriiysy 
We (lyU Kim by no other pkrafe ; 
And foa peziur^il titg denotes 
Torter^ and Prendergaft» and Oates^ 
And forty others I could na^ane. 

Whio. Butt yon muft kpomr, this jdog vm laar. 

To R Y. A 'Weighty luguaenc indeed ! 
Yaat^tvidetue'mu iamt 1 p^ pnceexi : 
Come^ Im^ your kmi jAg if it ibejfyle. 

iWiXSO. SiTy .you mifhke sue alLthiiwhife; 
I mean a d^in^oiU «> j^) 
.•jQan hpMrl,: and haric, . hut «f ver fpoke, 

Tory. C 'in Aiil no. ioek, which 4% jna ttktm i 
WhethiM^xor FUud^eit, or«rl»elp8kcaii« 
AttBiog\Utk^9a,lnih hound } 
0T t* other puppy» <hat was 4Tomm*A { 

♦ Sec Che «State Trials/ Vol. VT. 

Or 
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Or Mafon, that abiadonVI bitch t 
Then pray be free, and tell me which t 
For every Aander-by was markiag 
That all the«oiie diey made was karhing^ 
You f>ay them well \ the dogs luive got 
Their dogt-headt in a porridge pot t 
And 'twat but jufti for wife mcQ fay^ 
That iverj dog mt^fi havi bh d^fjf. 
Dog Walpole laid a quan of m^ on % 
He *d either mmke a hg or d^ $ii *i % 
And look'd, fmce he hat got his m% 
At if he had tbrowM do%UM a d{/lh» 
Yet thit I dare foretel you from it^ 
He '11 foon return U bit pntm vomit. 

Whig. Beiidei, thtt horrid plot wat fbuad 
By Neynoe, after he waa dsown'd. 

Tory. Why then th§ ptorejrb it not rigb|» 
Since you can ttu^Josd djigs to bite* 

Wiiic. I prov'd my proportion full : 
Butjacobitis are ftrangely (hiU. 
Now let me tell you plaiiiUy, Sir, 
Our witneft'it a real akt, 
A dog of fpirit for hit yctn. 
Hat twice two legi, two banging cam 
Hit name it HarUquWf I wot^ 
And that 't a name in every fht t 
Refolv'd to favc the Britifli nation, 
Though French by birth and education i 
Hit borrefpondence plainly dated 
WUiU deo^pher'd and tranjtatidt 

« Hit 
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His anfwers were exceediDg pretty 
Before the fccrct wife comm^tee*: 
Confeft as plain as he coxM bark -: 
Then wkh feis fore-foot fet hts mark, 

TonY. Then all this while have I been bubUedy 
I thought it was a dog in doublet t 
The matter now no longer flicks ; 
For ftatefmen never want dog-lrkki. 
Sut iince it was a real car. 
And not a de^ in metiphor, 
1 igive you joy of the report, 
'That he 's to have a place at court* 

Whig. Yes, arid a place he will gtow nchii; 
A tum-fpit in the royal kitchen. 
rSir, 'to be plain, I tell you what, 
"^We had occafion for a plot ^ 
And, when we found die dog begin it. 
We guefs*d the bifhop's foot -was in it. 

Tory. I own, it was:a dangerous projeft 5 
And you have prov'd it by dog-logick. 
Sure fuch intelligence between 
A dog and bifliop ne'er was feen. 
Till you began to change the breed 9 
Your bi&op^ all «re dogs indee^ ! 



t 
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STELLA AT WOOD-PARK, 

A Houle of Charles'Ford, Efq; near Dublin. 

1723. 

« m^ Coicumque nocere volcbat, 
■ " Vcftimcnta dabit prctiofa." 

TTVON Ctrlos, in t merry fplglit, 
^^ Did Stella to hit houfe invite x 
He entenain'd her half a year 
With generous wines and eoAly cliear^ 
Don Carlos madp her chief diFe£^or» 
That ihe might o'er tlK ferrants he&or. 
In half a week tl)e dame grew nice. 
Got all things at the higheft price 1 
Now at the table-head fhe fits, 
Prefentcd with the niccft bits t 
She lookM on partridges with fconiy 
Except they tailed of the corn : 
A haunch of venifun made her fwcat, 
Unlcfs it had the n^ljumette. 
Don Carlos eameflly would beg, 
Dear madam, try this pigeon's leg ; 
Was happy, when he could pi'cvail 
To make her only touch a quail. 
Through candle-light fhe vicw'd the wine. 
To fee that every glafs was fine. 
At laft, grown prouder than the devil 
With feeding high and treatment civil, 
Vol. I. T Don 
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Don Carlos now began to fin'd 

His malice work as he deiign'd. 

^hewmter-iky began toff own; ' ' ^ "^^ ^ 

Poor Stella rouft pack off to town : 
' From puriiDg fhvams and fountains babbling. 

To Lily's (linking tide at Dublin: 

From wholefome exercife and air. 

To foiling in an^eafy chair : 

From ftomach (harp, and hearty feeding. 

To piddle like a lady breeding ; 

From ruling there the hottlhc^ ^ngly* 

To be direAed here by Bingley ♦ : 

From ef ery day a lordly banquet. 

From every meal Pontack in plenty, 
To half a pint one day in twenty : 
From Ford attending at her call. 
To vifits of — — .^ 
From Ford, who thinks of inothingmeanf 
To the poor doings of the^an : 
From growing richer with good chear. 
To running-out by ftarving here. 

But now arrives the difmal day | 
She muft return to Ormond Qjiay f • 
The coachman ftopt ; flie look'd, and fwore 
The rafcal had miftook the door : 
At coming in, you faw her (loop ; 
The entry bruih'd againfl her hoop : 

* The condant companion of Stella. 
t Where the two ladles lodged* 

Back 
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^«£ach moment rifing in her airs, 
'^^She curd the narrow winding fVairs : 
Began a thoufaod faults to fpy ; 
The ceiling hardly iix feet high | 
The fmutty wainfcot full of cracks ; 
And half the chairs with broken backs r. 
Her quarter 's out at Lady-day; 
She TOWS Ihe -will no longer flay 
In lodgings like a poor Grizette, 
While there are k)d|^ings to be let. 

Howc'er, toTceep her fpirits up. 
She fcnt for company to fup : 
When all the while you might remark*, 
^'She ftrove in' vain to srpe Wood-park. 
Two bottles caird for (half her ftore j 
The cupboard could contain but four) : 
A fupper worthy of heWelf, 
•Fire nothings in five plates of delf. 

Thus f^r a week the ^rce went on ; 
When, all her country-favings gone, 
She fell into her former fcene. 
Small beer, a herring, and the Dean* 

Thus far in jeft-: though now, I fear. 
You think my? jefting toofevcre 5 
But poets, when a hint is new, 
Regard not whether falfe or true : 
Yet raillery gives no offence. 
Where truth has not the lead pretence \ 
IKor can be more' fecurely plac'd 
Than on a nymph of Stella's tafb. 

T a I mud 
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i mud confefs, your wine apd vit;tle 
I was coo hard upon a little : 
Your table neat, your linen fine ; 
And, though in miniature, ypu ftine : 
Yet, when you iigh to kave Wood -park. 
The fcene, the welcome, and the fpark. 
To languiih in this odious town, 
And pull your haughty ftomach down ; 
We think you quite miftake the cafe. 
The virtue lies not in the place : 
For, though my raillery were tru^ 
A cottage is Wood-park, with you. 

COPY OF THE BIRTHDAY VERSED 
ON MR, FORD. 

•^ O M E, be content, fince out it muft, 
^^ For Stella has betray *d her truftj 
And, whifpering, charged me not to fay 
That Mr. Ford was born to-day 5 
Or, if at laft I needs muft blab it. 
According to my ufual hi^bit. 
She bid me, with a ferioi^s face, 
Be fure conceal the time and place ; 
And not my compliment to fppjl. 
By calling this your native foil i 
Or vex tlie ladies, when. they kn,ew 
That you arc turning forty.-tvYp.r 
But, if thefe topi9)c8 ftali aj^ar 
Strong argument* to jc^ep. ypy. Iw'h 

IthiBkf 
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I think, tKough you judge hardly of it, 
<5ood- manners muft give place to profit. 

The nymphs with whom you firft began 
Are each become a harridan ; 
And Montague fo far decay'd. 
Her lovers now muft all be paid ; 
And every belle that fmce arofe 
Has her contemporary beaux. 
Your former comrades, once fo bright. 
With whom you toafted half the night. 
Of rheumatifm and pox complain. 
And bid adieu to dear champaign. 
Your great prote6i:ors, once in power. 
Are now in exile or The Tower. 
Your foes triumphant o'er the laws. 
Who hate your perfon and your caufe, 
If once they get you on the fpot. 
You muft be guilty of the plot : 
For, true or falffc, they '11 ne'er enquire. 
But ufe you ten times worfe than Prior *. 

In London ! what would you do there ? 
Can you, my friend, with patience bear 
(Nay, would it not your paiTion raifc 
Worfe than a pun, or Irifli phrafe ?) 
To fee a fcoundrel ftrut and heftor, 
A foot-boy to feme rogu6 dire£tor, 
To look on vice triumphant round, 
And virtue trampled on the ground ? 

* The celebrated poet. 

• T 3 Obfcrve 
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Obfcrvc where bloody ♦ « ♦ ♦ ♦ ftand$ 
With tofturmg engines in his hands. 
Hear him bla^heme, and ^ear, and nu]»:. 
Thre^ening the pillory and jail : 
If this you think a pleafing fcene. 
To London flrait return again ; 
Where, you have told us from experience. 
Are fwarms of bugs and prclbyterians. 

I thought my very fplcen would burft. 
When Fortune hither drove roe firft ; 
Was full as hard to pkafe as you. 
Nor perfons names nor places knew .* 
But now I a6fc as other folk, 
Like prifoners when their jail is broke. 

If you have London ftill at hean. 
We *11 make a fmaH one here by art i 
The differoncs is not much between 
St. James's- Park and StephenVGreen ; 
And Dawfon-ftreet will ferve as well 
To Jcad you thither as Pall-Mall. 
Nor want a pafTage through the palace, 
To choque your fight, and raife your malice'? 
The Deanxy-houfe may well be match'd, 
Under correction, with the Thatcht ♦. 
Nor iliall I, when you hither come^ 
Demand a cro^n a quart for ilum. 
Then, for a middle-aged charmer, 
Stella may vye with your Montlierraer ; 

^ A famous tavern in St. Jaroes's-Areet. 

She 
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Slie *8 now as handfome every bit. 
And has i, thoufand rimes her wir. 
The Dean and Sheridan, I liope, 
Will half fuf^ly a Gay and Pope. 
Corbet *, though yet I know his worth not, • 
No doubt, Will prove a good Arbuthnot. 
I throw into the bargain Tim ; 
In LondoYi can you equal him }' 
What think you of my favourite claa, 
Robin -ft and Jack, and Jack and Dan ; 
Fellows of moded worth and parts. 
With chearful looks and honed hearts ? 

Can you oh Dublin look with fcorn ? 
Yet here were you and Ormond born. 

Oh 1 were but you and I fo wife. 
To fee with Robert G rattan's eyes I ' 
Robin adores \hat fpot of earth, 
That literal fpot which gave him birth j 
And fwears, ** Belcamp % is» to his tafle, 
** As fine as Hampton* court at lead." 
When to your friends you would enhance 
The praifc of Italy or France^ 
For grandeur, elegance, and wir. 
We gladly hear you, and fubmit : 
But then, to come and keep a clutter^ 
For this or tliac fide of a gutter, 

♦ Dr. Corbet, afterwards dean of St. Patrick's, 
-t R. and J. Grattan, and J. and D. Jackfon. 
J In Fingall, about five milt from Dublin. 
- '- T4 ' To 
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To live in this or t* other ifle. 
We cannot think it worth your while ;. 
For, take it kindly or amiTs, 
The difference but amounts to this^. 
We bury on our fide the channel 
In lihen ; and on your's in flannel *. 
You for the news are ne*er to feek ; 
While wc, perhaps, may wait a week i 
You happy folks are fure to meet 
An hundred whores in every ftreet ; 
While wc may trace all Dublin o*er 
Before we find out half a fcore. 

You fee my arguments are ftrongj, 
I wonder you held out fo long : 
But, fince you are convinced at laft^ 
We '11 pardon you for what is paft. 
So — let us now for whift prepare y 
Twelve-pence a corner, if you dare*. 



JOAN CUDGELS NED. 1723^ 

JOAN cudgels Ned, yet Ned *s a bully j 
Will cudgels Befs, yet WiU 's a cully. 
Die Ned and Befs j give Will to Joan, 
She dares not fay her life 's her own. 
Die Joan and Willj give Befs to Ned> 
And every day ihc combs bis bead. 

* The law for burying in woolen was extended 1 
Ireland in 173^. 

3 A QJJ I B 



A QJJ IBB LING ELEGY, 
ON JUPGE BOAT, ifi^ 

"^O mournful ditties, Clio, change thy note, 

- Since cruel fate hath funk our juftice Boat. 

'hy ihouM he Jink, where nothing feem'd to prcfs> 

8 lading little, and his ballap lefs? 

ft in the ivaves of this iempeftuous world, 

c length, his anchor fixt and canvas furlM, 

3 Lazy-hill ♦ retiring from his court, 

t his Ring'jt-cnd • hs founders in the fort* 

f'lih nvater^ fiU'd, he could no longer float, 

he common deadi of many a flronger boat, 

A pofl, fo fiU'd on nature's laws entrenches : 

mcbes on bQ4U arc plac'd, not boats^ on benches* 

nd yet our Boat (how (hall I reconcile it ?) 

/"as both a 5o/i/, and in one fenfe a pilot, 

/"ith every luind he fail* J,, and well could /^it #. 

ad many pendents, but abhojrr'd a Jacid J. 

e 's gone, although his friends began to hqpe^. 

hat he might yet be lifted by a rope. 

Behold the awful bench, on which he fat ! 

e was as bard and ponderoua twood as that : 

et, when hisjand was out, we find at laft,. 

hat death has aver/et him wicji a biaji* 

• Two villages near the Tea. 

+ It was faid he died of a dropfy. 

X A cant >A(9r4 fo]^ a Jacobite* 

Ou9 
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Our Boat is novf/aiVd to the Stygian ferry, 

There to fupply old Charon's Inky wherry : ' 

Charon in him will ferry fouls to hell ; 

A trade our Beat * hath pra6l]s*d h'ere fo welt: 

And Cerberus hath ready in his paws 

Both pihb and Mm/tone, to fill up YdsJUnvj. 

•Yet, .fpite of death and fate, I here maintain 

We^^ay place Boat, in his old fpjk again.. 

The way is thus ; and welL^eferves your-thanks : 

Take the three flrongef): of his broken pjanks. 

Fix them oh high, confpicuous to be feen^ 

Form'd like the triple-tree near Stephen's-green +; 

And, when we view it thus with thief at end on *t. 

We »11 cry i look, here 's our J?M/>and there 's thspn^JoMW 

THE E P ITAP H; 

HERE lies judge Boat within a cofHn } 
Pray, gentle-folks, forbear your fcoffing. 
A Boat a judge i yes ; where 's the blunder } 
A *wooden judge is no fuch wonder. 
And in his robes, you mud agree, 
No Boat was better deckt than he. 
Tis necdlefs to defcribe liim fuller j . 
In ihort, he was an Mc /cutter. 

* In condemning malefa^lors^ as a judge. 
t Where the Qublin. gallows flands^ 
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BETHOX* THE GREAT. 1713. 

Tjp R O M Venus born,, thy beauty ihowt 1 
■* But who thy father, no mau knows 1, 
Nor can the fkilful herald trace 
The founder of thy ancient race 1 
Whether thy temper, full of fire, , 
Difcovcrs Vulcan for thy fire, * 

The god who made Scamandcr boil. 
And round hfs margin fing'd tlie foil-. 
(From whence, philofophers agrees 
An equal power defcends to thee) | 
Whether from dreadful Mars you claim. 
The hfgh dcfcent from, whence you came. 
And, as a proof, (hew numerous fears 
By fierce encounters made in wars,. 
Thofc honoursrble wounds you. bore 
From head to foot, and all.brfprif 
And iUll the bloody field frequent. 
Familiar in each leader's tent ; 
Or whether, as the learn'd contend. 
You from the neighbouring Gaul defcendi 
Or from Parthenope the proud. 
Where numberlcfs thy votaries croud | 
Whether thy great forefathers came 
From realms that bear Vefputio's name 
(For fo conjcfturers would obtrude ; 
And from thy painted (kin conclude) ; 

* This name is plainly an anagram. 

Whethex, 
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Whether, as Epicurus ihows, 
trhe world ^m )u^ing fefcd% arbfty 
Which, mingling with prolific ftrifc 
In chaos, kindled into life : 
So youf pTOdu€tibn was the famc^ 
And from eontcndrng atoms came. 

Thy fair indulgent mother crown'd 
Thy head with fparkling rubies round r 
Beneath thy decent Heps the road 
Is all with ptecious jewels flrow*d. 
The bird of Pallas knows his poft, 
Thee to attend, where'er thou goeft. - 

Byzantians boafl, that on the clod 
Where once their Sultan's horfe hath trod^ 
Grows neither giafs, nor Ihrub, nor tree t 
The fame thy fubje«5ls boaft of thee. 

The grcateft lord, when you appear^ 
Will deign your livery to wear. 
In all the various colours feen 
Of red and yellow, blue and green. 

With half a word, when you require,^ 
The man of bufinefs muft retire; 

The haughty minifter of flate 
With trembling mull thy leifure wait^ 
And, while his fate is in thy hands, 
The bufinefs of the nation flands. 

Thou dar'fl tlie greateft prince attack^ 
Canft hourly fet him on the rack ; 
And, as an inftance of thy power, 
Inclofe him in a wooden tower. 

With 
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With pungcw paiw oa €vcry iidt i 
So Regulus in tormeats dy'd. 

From thee our youth all virtuet le^^i* 
Dangers with prudence to difccrn i 
And well thy fcholars are ei^ciucd 
With temperani^, and with, ford.(udc i 
With patience, wliich all ilU fuppprta; 
And fccrefy, the art of courts* 

The glittering beau could hardly tel^^ 
Without your aid, to read or fpeli | 
But^ having long convers'd with you» 
Knows how to write a billet-dpux. 

With what delight, methinks, I trace 
Your blood in every noble race t 
Jo whoqn thy features, (hape, and mien^ 
Are to the lifjc di{lii)6^1y feen I 
The Britons, once a favjgc kind, 
Bj^ yovi wcff bf|g)iten*d and^xefii^'dr ^ 
Dcfcendants to the barbar<H'S. HWh ' 

With liix^bs robuA, ami voi^ tha« ibMMijr 
But you have mouUled them afrefl^y. 
Kempv'd tlic tough fupetfluqus. fleU^ . 
Taught diem to modulate theii; toogu0» 
And fpcak without the help of IvngA*. 

Proteus on you bcdow'd the boon • 
To diange yf|ux yifagp like tlif URo^n t , 
You fomctimcs half a faceprodvQC, 
Kocp^ t' othcf , half for j]ffiva^^,ufc» 

How fam'd thy conduct in the figh| 
Wijth:HfiiaV8,^ftwvx>f Plei|S,Jjwgbt4. 

Out-*. 
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Out-number'd, half encompafs'd rounU, 
You ftrove for every inch of ground } 
■ Then, bya ibldierly retreat, 
•Retir'd to your imperial feat. 
The viftor, when yotit ftcps ^ic trac'd, 
•Found all the realms before him wafle : 
You^ o'er the high triumphal arch 
<Fonafic^ made youif glorious march; 
The wondrous arch behind you fell. 
And \dc a chafid^ pr<»foVind as hell : 
You, in yourcapitol fecur'd, 
> A fiege as long as Troy tBndurM. 



MARY THE COOK-MAID^S 
LEfTEk TO DR:^ SHERlbAH. 172J. 

-TTTE Lt.f if &9tt l-iiW fuch another roan iince my 
^ ^ mother bound ray liead ! 
You a gentleman t ttikttf' come up't I wonder where 

you were bred. 
I 'm fure fuch words do notl>ecome a man of your clo&; 
I would not gif e fuch language to a dog, faitli and trodk . 
Yes, you call'd my mafter a knasre : iie, Mr. Sheridm! 

*tis a ihame 
For a parfon, who ihould ^now bener things, to come 

out with fuch a name. 
Knave in your teeth, Mr. Sheridan! 'tis both a ihame 

and a fin ; ' 
And the Dean my mafter is an hontfter inin than ^oa 
» :> luid all your kin : 

He 



THE eOOK-MAn>'S LETTER. t'l? 
as ipore goodfiefs m his little finger, thtn you htve 

in your whole ^ody : 
ODtAer is a parfonable man, and not t fpindle-ihank'd' 

hoddy-fdoddy. 

now, whereby I find you would fain make an 

jBXCttii^ 

afe my mailer one day, in anger, callM you goofe | 
cb, and I am fuce I have lieen bi$ fenraatfoiic 

years fince 06lober, 
he never caird me wosCe than iw^'hum, dnttk - 

or fober : 
that I know his inference ypas ever c«ncern^ tm 

my knowledge, 
iigh you and your comc-rogues keep him out fo late 

in yourxdi)i^ge« ; i: • 

(ay you will eat grafs on Jiis grave : a chrifttan tS 

^prafsi' 
sreby you now confela youii^f voht* goofe «r ^ 

•i'w . .:"..'.<... ■ , ^ "^^ 

;hat 's as much as to fay, tha|t.Biy fm^ilionild die 

before yes j, it . ' 

[, well, that 's as God pleafes; and I don't believe 

that'^atrueflcury:: 

fo fay I told you fo, and yott Jnay go teU my 

mafter j what care I ? 

I don't care who knows it ; 'tis all one to Btfary. 

/ body knows that I love to tell truth, and ihame 

the devil 2 

but a poor fenranti but I think gentlefolks ihould 

be civil. 

' ^ ^- BefideSf 



Bf&^ you fo\mdfAdt:<wit3ib dUrTiAtMOS otte'diiy tfi«f 

you was here ; 
I roDBUBAboT it WAs^m A TueTday of i4bilif^)itf th^ ^; 
And Saunders the man fays you arc KkWJf« jcflft% and 

Mary, faid he, (one day as 1 was mending vrtf nAfter's 

My maOftr is.'^'iiMid.«|r<hitt: tniiift6» thifct keeps di^ 
fchool — 

rhim a fool. 
:Sa»nde£s» .faid 1^-1 . wBvldintihfet^sIl' ^ Wtsarc of ale ' ' 
^He would come into our kitchen, attd t'^biild pin a 

diClKlottttoMffiaU^^ •• ' 

And JK)w I mufl gQ, and get SauhdM't0'iMre6t thk 

For I write but a fad fcrawl j btit my iifter M^et, ihe 

wricej^betttari 
'Well, but I muft run and make "the bed, befort mj 

And fee now, it flrikes ten, and I hear liiitt C6ai\iig up , 

ftairs'5 
'Whereof I could fay more to yoftf -vctfis',' if Icottld 

wdtc wntten ^nd«r * 

Arid fo I remain, in a civil way^ your fttrkiit'tocom- 

dandy 
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A NEW-YEAR'S-GIFT 
FOR EEC*. i7«3-4. 

;1^ ETURNING Janus now prepares, 
>X%. pjjj. B^j.^ g ng^ fupply of cares, 
Sent in a bag to DoAor Swift, 
Who thus difplays the New-year's-gift. 

Firfly this large parcel brings you tidings 
Of our good Dean's eternal chidings; 
*Of Nelly's pcrtncfs, Robin's Icafings, 
And Sheridan's perpetual tca'/ings. 
This box is cramm'd on every fide 
With StellaV niagi(\crial pride. 
Behold a cage with fparrows fill'd, 
. Firft to be fondled, liicn l>c kill'd. 
Now to this hamper 1 inviie you, 
With fix imagined cares to frij^ht you. 
Here in this bundle Janus fends 
Concerns by thoufands for your friends ^ 
And here 's a pair of leathern pokcu, 
To hold your cares for other folks. 
- Here from thiv barrel you may broach 
A peck of troubles for a coach. 
This ball of wax your cnis will darken. 
Still to be curious, never hearken. 
Left you the town may have \d\ trouble in, 
Bring all your (iuilca'if cares to I>ublin, 
For which he fends this empty fack ; 
And fo take all upon your back. 

* Mrs. Dingley, Stella's friend and companion. 
t A country-houfc of Dr. Sherid.in. 

Vol. I. U DING LEV 
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DINGLEY AND BRENT*. 

A SONG. 

To the tune of, " Ye Commons iindPeen." 

"r\INGL£Y and Brent, 

^^ Wherever. they went, 
Ne'er minded a word that was fpoken 5 
Whatever was faid. 
They ne'er troubled their head« 
But laughed at their own filly joking. 

Should Solomon wife 

In majefty rife. 
And fhew them his wit and his learnings 

They never would hear, 

But turn the deaf ear. 
As a matter they had no concern in. 

YoU'tell a good jeft. 

And pleafe all the red ; 
Comes Dingley, and aflts you, What was it? 

And, curious to know. 

Away ihe will go 
To fcek an old rag in the clofet. 



♦ Dr. Swift's houfe-kccpcr. 



TO 



C »9« J 

TO STELLA. i7!3-4* 

Written on the Day of her Birth, but not on 

the Subject, when I was fiok in BecU 

"TnORMENTED with inccflaut pain% 
-■" Can I dcvifc poetic drains ? 
Time was, when I could yearly pay 
My verfe on Scella*s native day : 
"But now» unable .grown to write, 
1 grieve fhe ever faw the lighc 
Ungrateful ! fince to her I owe 
That I thefe pains can undcrgOt 
' She tends nne, like an humble (lave) 
And, when indecently I rave, 
When out my brucifh paHions break, 
With gall in every word I fpeak. 
She, with foft fpeech, my anguiih chcxri. 
Or melts my paflTions down with tears : 
Although 'tis cafy to dcfcry 
Slie wants afTiAance more than 1 1 
Yet feems to feel my pains alone. 
And is a Stoic in her own. 
When, among fcholars, can we find 
So foft, and yet fo firm a mind ? 
All accidents of life confpire 
To ratfc up Stella's virtue higher i 
Or elfe to introduce the reft 
Which had been latent in her brcaft. 

U 2 Ilcr 
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Her firmnefs who could e*er have knowi^ 
Had (he not evils of her own? 
Her kindnefs who could cter gucfs, 
Had not lier friends been in diftrefs ? 
Whatever bafe returns you find 
From me, dear Stella, ftill be kind. 
In your own Jieart you ,'11 reap the fruit. 
Though I continue ftill a brute. 
But, when I once am out of pain, 
I promife to be good again : 
Meantime, your other juller friends 
Shall for my follies make amends : 
So may we long opfttinue thu^, 
Admiring you, you pitying us. 

ON DREAMS, 

AN IMITATION OF PETRONIUS. 

" Somnia quae mentes ludunt volitantibus umbris,'* &c, 

'T^HOSE dreams, that on the filent night intrude, 
-■" And with falfe flitting Ihades our minds delud?, 
]ove never fends us downward from the Ikies j 
Nor can they from infernal manfions rife; 
But arc all mere produ6tiofjs of the brain, 
And fools confult interpreters in vain. 

For, when in bed we reft our weary limbs. 
The mind unburden'd fports in various whims ; 
The bufy head with mimic art runs o'er 
The fcenes and adions of tlic day before. 

The 
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The (Irowfy tyrant, by his minions led. 
To regal rage devotes feme patriot's head. 
With equal lerrofs, riot with equal guilt. 
The murderer dreams df all the blood he fpilt. 

The foldicr fmiling hears t\\c widow's cries, 
And Oabt the fun before the mmhcr's eyes. 
With like rcmorfo his brother of the trade, 
The butcher, fells the lamb beneath his blade. 

The ftatefman rakes the town to find a plot, 
And dreams of forfeitures by trcafon got. 
Nor lefs Tom-t— <i-man, of true ftatefman mold,. 
Golle6^8 the city filth in fcarch of gold. 

Orphans around his bed the lawyer fees, 
And ukcs the plaintiff's and defendant's fees. 
His fellow pick-purfe, watching for a job. 
Fancies his finger *8 in the cully's fob. 

The kind phyfician grants the hufband's prayers,- 
Or gives relief to long-expc£ling heirs. 
The ilccping hangman tics the fatal noofc, 
Nor unfucccfsful waits for dead mens fliocs. 

The grave divine, with knotty points pcrplext^ 
As if he was awake, nods o'er his text : 
While the ily mountebank attends his trade, 
Harangues the rabble, and is better paid. 

The hireling femitor of modern days 
Bedaubs the guilty great with naufeous praifc r 
And Dick the fcavcngcr with equal [rracc 
yiirts from his cait the mud in • ♦ * ^'^ * 's face. 

U 3 wiiit:- 
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WHITSHED'^S* MOTTC^ 
ON HIS CaACH. 1724. 

T IBERTAS it natalefolum r 

Fine words! I wonder where you ftoJc 'enu. 
Could nothing but thy diicf reproach 
Serve for a motto on thy coach ? 
But let me now tlie words* tranflate :: 
Natalejolumy my eftate ;.^ 
^y dear eftate, how well I love it ! 
My tenants, if you doubt, will prove it^ 
They fwear I am fo kind and good, 
I hug them, till I fqueeze their bloods 

Liber tas bears a large import : 
Firft, how to fwagger in a court ;. 
And, fecondly, to fhew my fury 
Agaihft an un-complyihg jury j 
And, thirdly, *tis a new invention, 
To favour Wood', and keep my penlTon ; 
And, fourthly, 'tis to play an odd trick. 
Get the great feal, and turn out Broderick j 
And, fifthly, (you know whom I mean)' 
To humble that vexatious Dean ; 
And, fixthly, for my foul, to barter it 
For fifty times its worth to Carteret f.. 

* The chief jufticc who profecutcd the Drapicr;. 
t Lord lieutenant of Ireland. 

Nowr 
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jJow, iincc your motto thus you conftruc, 
luft confcfs you *vc fpoken once true. 
ertas it natalefolum : 
u had good reafon, when you ftolc *cm. 

>y Dr. DEL ANY to Dr. SWIFT, 

order to be admitted to fpeak to him, 

when he was deaf, 1724. 

|£AR fir, I think 'tis doubly hird» 

Your ears and doors ihould both be barr'd. 
1 any thing. be more unkind }■ 
ift I not fee, *caufe you are blind ? 
:thinks a friend at night fhould cheer you, 
friend that loves to fee and hear you. 
by am I robb'd of that delight, 
ben you can be no lofcr by 't ? 
y, when 'tis plain (for what is plainer ?) 
at, if you heard, you 'd be no gainer? 
r fure you are not yet to learn, 
at hearing is not your concern, 
en be your doors no longer baa'd : 
•ur bufinefs, iir, is to be heard. 

THE ANSWER. 

]MIE wife pretend to make it clear, 
•Tis no great lofs to lofe an ear. 
hy are we then fo fond of two, 
hen by experience one would do ? 

V 4. 'Til 
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*Tis true, fay they, cut off the head, 
And there's an end^; thtrman is dead ; 
Becaufe, among all human race, 
None e'er was known to have a brace : 
But confidently they miimtain, 
That where we find the members twain, , 
The lofs of one n no fuch trouble, 
Since t'other will in ftrength be double. . 
The limb furviving, you may f\year. 
Becomes his brother's lawful heir : 
Thus, fo^! a trial, let me beg of 
Your reverence but to cut one kg off, . 
And you ihall find, by this device - 
The other will be flronger twice ; 
For. every day you fhall be gaining 
New vigour to the leg remaining. 
So, when an eye has loft its l)rother, . 
You fee the better with the otlier. 
Cut off your hand, and you may do 
With t'other hand tlie work of two ; 
Becaufe the foul her power contrafis,.. 
And on the brother limb re-a^s. 

But yet the point is not fo clear in . 
Another cafe, the fenfe of hearing : 
For, though the place of cither ear 
Be diftant, as one head can bear ; 
Yet Galen moft acutely fhews you, 
(Confult his book de partium ufu) 
That from each ear, as he obferves, , 
There creep two auditory nerves, 
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Not to be (ten without a glafs^ 
Which ^fi^r the w pttrofim pafs j 
Thence to ti\c neck j and moving thorow there 
One goes to this, and one to t'other ear; 
Which made my grand-dame always ihiffhcr cars, 
Botli right and left, as fcllow-fuffcrcr«. 
You fee my learning ; but, to ihortcn it, 
When my left car was deaf a fv)rtnight, 
To t'other ear I felt it coming on : 
And thus I folve this hard pb^vomenon, 
'Tis true, a glafs will bring fuppUes 
To weak, or old, or clouded eyes : 
Vour arms, though boih your eyes were \aStp 
Would guard your nofe againd a poft: 
Without your legs, two legs of wood 
Are flronger and almofl as good : 
And as for hands, there have been tliofc 
Who, wanting both, have us'd tlieir toes ^. 
But no contrivance yet appears 
To fumiJh artificial ears. 

A QJJIET LIFE AND A GOOD NAME. 

To a Friend who married a Shrew. 1724. 

"^JTELL fcolded in fo loud a din, 
^ ^ That Will durft hardly venture in i 
He markt the conjugal difpute; 
Nell roar'd inceflant, Dick fat mute ; 

* There have been inftanccs of a man's writing, with 
lis foot. . 

But, 



THE BIRTH OF MANEY VIllTUE. 

Infcribed tb Lord Ca&t EkET, 1724. 

** Gratior & pulcliro veniens in corporc Virtus.** VlRC» 

/^NCE on a nms, a ]^;tittous Sage^ 
^^ Griev'd at the tices of the age, 
Applied to Jove with fervent prayer : 

" O Jove, if Virctfe be foifair 
^ As it was daeixiM in former days 
** By Plato and by "Soctates, 
♦* Whofe beauties mortal eyes cfcape,. 
** Only for want of outward iSiape j 
" Make then its refel excelknce, 
** For once, tlije theme of human fcnfe ; 
. *< So fhall the eye, by form confin*d, 
*' Direft and fix the wandering mind j 
** And long-dclwled mortals fee 
* " With rapture what they us*d to flee." 

Jove grants the prayer, gives Virtue birth^. 
And bids hina biefs «nd mend the earth. 
Behold him blooming frelh ahd fair. 
Now mado— ye gods — a fon and heir : 
An heir; and, ftranger yet to hear. 
An heir, an orphan of a peer j 
But prodigies are wrought, to prove 
Nothing impoflible to Jove. 

Virtue was for this fex defign*d 
' Ih mild reproof to woman-kind j. 

In 
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Lord ! I ihould get fo ill a name. 

The neighbours round would cry out ihame* 

Dick fuffcr'd for his peace and credit ; 
But who belicv'd hino, when he faid it ^ 
Can he, who makes himfclf a ilave^ 
Confult his peace, or credit fave ? 
Dick found it by his ill fuccefs, 
His quiet fmall, his credit lefs» 
She ferv'd him at the ufual rate | 
She flunn'd, and then fhe broke, his pater 
And, what he thought the hardeft caie. 
The parifli jecr*d him to his face ; 
Thofc mcn^ who wore the breeches lead, 
Call'd him a cuckold, fool, and bead. 
At home he was purfued with noifc $ 
Abroad was pedcr'd by the boys i 
Within, his wife would break. his bones; 
Without, they pelted him with (lones : 
The 'prentices procur'd a rUifig *, 
To a£l his patience, and her chiding.^ 

Falfe patience and miilaken pride i 
There are ten thoufand Dicks bcHde; 
Slaves to their quiet and good name, 
Are usM like Dick, and bear the blame. 

* A well-known humourous cavalcade, in ridicule of 
I fcoldlng wife and hen-pcckcd huxband. 
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NCE on a rime, a rlgfatto 

GricvM at the vices of the 

Applied to Jove with fenrent p: 

« O JoYc, if VirttKc be folfai 

« As it w» decm^ in former i 

« By Plato and by Socrates, 

♦* Whofc beauties mortal eyes i 

" Only for want of outward ftw 

« Make then its real cxcellcna 

«« For once, the theme of hum 

« So (hall the eye, by form coi 

" Dirca and fkx the wandering 

«« And long-deluded mortals f 

* *« With rapture what they us'c 

Jove grants the prayer, give 

And bids lum blefs mud mend 

Behold him blooming fre(h an 

Now made— ye gods— a fon a 
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In manly form to let them fee, 

The lovelincfi of modefty, 

The thoufand deccacie« that (hone 

With IcflcnM luftrc in their own j 

Which few had learn'd enough' to pri25C, 

And fomc thought modi(h to dcfpifc. 

To make his merit more difcern'd, 
He goes to fchool— he reads— is Icarn'd ; 
Rais'd high, al)Ove his birth, \ry knowledge. 
He (liincs didinguifh'd in a college j 
RcfolvM nor honour, nor cflatc, 
Himfclf alone (hould make him great. 
Here foon for every art renown'd, 
'His influence is diffus*d around { 
Th* inferior youth, to learning led, 
•Lefs to he fam'd than to be fed, 
.Behold the glory he has won, 
And blufli to fee themfclves outdone ; 
And now, inflam'd with rival rage, • 
.In fcientific flrife engage, 
•Engage j and, in the glorious ftrifc. 
The arts ncw-kindlc into life. 

Here woultl our Hero ever dwell, 
Fix'd in a lonely learned cell j 
•Contented to be truly great. 
In Virtue's bcft-belov'd retreat; 
Contented he — but Fate ordains, 
He now fhall (liine in nobler fccncs 
(Rais'd high, like fome celcftjal fire, 
To fliinc the more, ftill rifing higher) 1 

Complefttly 



3M SWIFF'S POEMS. 

Complcatly form*d in ©very part, 
'To win the foul, and glad the heart* 
The powerful voioe, the graceful mien^ 
iiOvely alike, or heard, -or feen ; 
The outwacd forin and inward vie. 
His foul bright beaming ^m his eyt, 
Ennobling every a6fc and air. 
With juft, and generous, and iincere. 

Accompliih'd thus, Jus next refort 
Is to the council and the court, 
Where Virtue is in leaft repute. 
And Intereft xhe one purfuit ; 
Where right and i^r9ng are bought and fol^ 
Bartered for beauty, and for goldj 
Here Manly Virtue, even here, 
Pleas*d in the perfon of a peer, 
A peer j a fcarcely-bearded youth. 
Who talked of juftice and of truth. 
Of innocence the fured guard. 
Tales here forgot, or yet unheard ^ 
That he alone defeirv'd efteem, 
Who was the man he wifh'd to fcem < 
Call'd it unmanly and unwife. 
To lurk behind a mean difguife; 
(Give fraudful Vice the maik and fcreen, 
^Tis Virtue's intcreft to be fcen ; ) 
Called want of ihame a want of fenfe. 
And found, in bluihes, eloquence. 

Thus, a6ling what he taught fo weH 
He drew dumb Merit from her cell, 
5 
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ivith amazing tit along 

bafhful daroe, and loosM her tongue ; 

whilfl Ue made her value known, 
nore difplay'd and cai&'d his own. 
ms young, thus proof to all temptations, 
ifct to the highcft flations 

where high honour is the prize, 

Virtue has a right to rife) : 
ourtly Haves low bend tlie knee 
Vcalth and Vice in high degree : 
xd Worth difdains to owe 
randeur to its greated foe. 
iw rais'd on high, fee Virtue fiiowi 
godlike ends for which he rofe ; 
lim, let proud Ambition know 
height of glory here below, 
deur, by goodnefs made compleat 1 
lefs, is truly to be great ! 
ught how men to honour rife, 
gilded vapours to the ikies, 
:h, howfoever they difplay 
• glory from the god of day, 
' noblefl ufe is to abate 
angerous excefs of heat, 
licld the infant fruits and flowers, 
blefs the earth with genial (howcrs. 
w change the fcene j a nobler care 
mds him in a higher fphere ♦ : 

I Carteret had the honour of mediating peace 
:n with Denmark and with the Czaf. 

Diftrefi 
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Difbrefs of nations calls him hence, 

Permitted fo by Providence ; 

fJ'or models, made to mend'oiuf'kirid. 

To no one clime fhould be cohfin'd 5 

And Manly Virtue, like the fun. 

His courfe of glorious toils ihould run; 

Alike diffufing in his flight 

Congenial joy, aiid life, and light. 

Pale Envy fickens. Error flics. 

And Difcord in his prcfence dies ; • 

Opprefllon liides with guilty dread j 

And Merit rears her drooping.hcad ; 

The arts revive, the vallies fing, 

And winter foftens into /"pring : 

The wondering world, where'er he moves, 

With new ^Iclight looks up and. loves ; 

One fcx confcntihg to admire, 

l<Jor Icfs the other to dcfire ; 

Whilft he, though feated on a throne. 

Confines his love to one alone j 

The reft condemn'd, with rival voice 

Repining, do applaud his choice^ 

Fame now reports, the Weftcrn Iflc 
Is made his manl'ion for a while, 
Whofc anxious natives night and day 
(Happy beneath his righteous fway) 
Weary the gods with ccafclefs prayer. 
To blcfs him, and to keep him there ; 
And cki-n it as a debt from fate. 
Too lately fuuntlj to lofe hiiri late, 

3 VERSES 



V^ERSES on the UPRIGHT .JUDGE, 

condemned the DR A PIER'S PRINTER. 

npHE church I hate, and have good reafon; 
•*■ For there my grand fire cut his weazand : 
He cut his weazand at the altar j 

1 keep my gullet for the halter. 

O N T H E SAM E. 

TN church your- grand fire cut his throat : 

To do the job, too long he tarry M ; 
He fhould have had ray hearty vote, 
To cut his throat before he marry'd. ' 

ON THE SAME. 

(The Judge fpeaks.) 

T 'M not the grandfon of that-afs *Qiiin j 
"^ Nor can you prove it, Mr. Pafquin. 
My grand-^dame had gallants by twenties, 
And bore my mother by a 'prentice. 
This when my grandfire knew, they tell us he 
In Chrift-church cut his throat for jealoufy. 
And, fince the alderman was mad you fay, 
Then I muft be fo too, ix traeiuci, 

• An alderman 
Vol, I. X RIDDLES, 
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RIDDLES, 

BY DR. SWIFT AND MIS FRIENDS 

Written la or abotit the Y«n: 1714. 

L On a P£K. 

IN ycmdi ekalted high in air. 
Or bathbg in the Waters fair. 
Nature to form me took delight. 
And clad my body all in white. 
My perfon tall, and (lender waiH^ 
On either fide with fringes grac'd^ 
Till me that tyrant man efyy'd, '" 
And dragg'd me from my mother'^ fkk t 
No wonder noW I look fo thin ; 
The tyrant ibipt me to the ikin : 
My ikin he flay'd, my hair he cropt; 
At head and foot my body lq>t : 
And then, with heart more hard than ftone^ 
He pick'd my iharrow from the bone. 
To vex me more, he took a freak 
To ilit my tongue, and make me fpeak { 
But, that which wonderful appears^ 
I fpeak to eyes, and not to ears. 
He oft' employs me in difguife. 
And makes me tell a thoufand Hes^ 
To me he chiefly gives in truft 
To pleafe his maHce or ius- luil^ 
From me no fecret he can hidc^ 
I fee his vanity and pride 1 

Anl 
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And my delight is to expafe 
His follies to his greateft foes. 

All languages I can Mniniand, 
Yet not a word I underdand. 
Without my aid, the heft divine 
In learning would not know a Hne ? 
The lawyer mufl forget his pleadings 
The fcholar could not ihew his reading. 

Nay i man my mafter is my flave s 
1 give command to kill or fave. 
Can grant ten thoufand pounds a year^ 
And make a beggar*^ brat a peer. 

But, while I thus my Hfe relate^ 
I only haften on my fate. 
My tongue is black, my mouth is furr'dy 
I hardly now can force a word* 
€ die unpitied and forgot, 
And on fome dunghill left to rot. 

II. On Gold. 

A LL-ruling tyrant of the earth, 
^■^^ To vilcft (laves I owe ray birth. 
How is the greatefl monarch bled, 
"When in my gawdy livery dreft 1 
No haughty nyraph has power to run 
Trom me ; or my embraces ihun. 
Subb'd to the heart, condcnm'd to flame. 
My conflancy is ilill the fame. 
The favourite meflenger of Jove, 
And Lcmnian Ood, confulting ftrove 

X a To 
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To make me glorious to the fight 
Of mortals, and the Gods delight. 
Soon would their altars' flame expire^ 
If I refused to lend them iice. 

IIL 

T> Y fate exalted bigb in place, 
•*-' Lo, here I ftand with double face; 
Superior none on earth I find j 
But fee bekiu me all mankind. 
Yet, as it oft' attends the great, 
. I dXmoik. Jink with my own iveigbL 
At every motion undertook," 
The vulgar all confult my look. 
I fometimcs give advice in ivritiftg. 
But never of my own inditing, 
I am a courtier in my way; 
For thofe who rais'd me, I betray ^ 
And feme give out, that I entice 
To lufl, and luxury, and dice; 
Who punifliments on me infli6l, 
Becaufe they find their pockets pickt* 

By riding pofl, I lofe my health ; 
And only to get others wealth. 

IV. On the Posteriors. 

T> E C A U S E I am by nature blind, 
•*-^ 1 wiftly chufe to walk behind i 
However, to avoid diigracc, 
1 let no creature fee iny/^f^. 
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My njoords arc few, but fpoke withy/ir//; 
And yet my /peaking gives offence : 
Or, if to tvbifper I prcfume, 
The company will fly the room. 
By all the world I am oppreft ; 
And my opprej/ion gives them reft. 

Through me, though fore againd my wiU^ 
InftruBors every art inftil. 
By thoufands 1 am ^A/ and bought,- 
Wlio neither get nor lofe a groat j 
For none, alas ! by me can gain, 
But thofe who give me greatefl pain. 
Shall man prefume lo be my mafler. 
Who 's but my caterer and taftit^F 
Yet, though I always have my will, 
I*m but a meer depender dill : 
An humble hanger on at bcllj • 
Of whom all people make ajeft. 

In me detra£lors fcek to find 
Two vices of a different kind : 
I *m too profufe, fome cenfurers cry. 
And all I get, lletitfly : 
While others give me many a curfe, 
Becaufe too clofe I hold my purje. 
But this I know, in cither cafe 
They dare not charge me to my face, 
*Tis true indeed, fometimes l/ave. 
Sometimes run out of all I have j 
But, when the year is at an end. 
Computing what I get znd/pend, 

X 3 IVfy 
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My geiugi-Qut, zndamMgS'imt 
I cannot find I lofe or win ; 
And theFefore all that know me fay^ 
I juiUy keep the middle waji!^ 

I 'm always by my betters led 5 

I I aft get upy and firfl a*bed ; 
Though} if I rife btfora my tmif 
Thfe learn'd in fciencea fublime 
Confuk the (lars, and thence fbretel' 
Good luck to thefe with whom I dwell!. 

V^ On a HoRN« 

T^HE joy of man, the pride of brutes>, 
"*■ Domeftift fubjeft for difputc8> 
Of plenty thott the. emblem fair, 
Adorn'd by nymphs with all their care V 
I faw tliee rais'd to high renown,^ 
Supporting half the Bntifli crown ; 
And often have I feen thee grace 
Tlie chafle Diana's infant face ; 
And whenfbe'er you pleafe to fhine^ 
Lefs ufeful is her light than thine : 
Thy numerous fingers know their way,- 
And oft' in Cclia's trelTes play. 

To i^acc thee in another view, 
I *11 fhew the world ftrange things and true ;. 
What lords and dames of high degree 
May juftly claim their birth from thee. 
The foul of man with fpleen you vex t 
Of fpleen you cure the female fex. 



Thee 
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Thee foi a gift the couvrier fends 
With pleafure to his (pedal friends i 
He gives, and, with a^nerous pride,. 
Contrives all means the gift to hide t 
Nor oft* can the receiver know^ 
Whether he has the gift or no. 
On Mry wings you take your flight, 
And fly unfeen both day and night ; 
Conceal your form with various tricks ; 
And few know how or where you fix : 
Yet fome, who ne'er beftow'd thee, boaft 
That they to others give thee moft. 
Mean time, the wife a queftion flart, 
If thou a real being art j 
Or but a creature of the brain. 
That gives imaginary pain } 
But the fly ^iver better knows thee j 
Who feels true joys when he bellows thee. 

VI. OnaG)RKscR£w. 

npHOUGH I, alas I a prifoner be, 
■*• My trade is prifoncrs to fct free. 
Ko flave his lord's commands obeys 
With fuch ifffinuating ways. 
My genius piircing, /haff, and bright,. 
Wherein the men of wit delight. 
The clergy keep me for their cafe, 
And turn and wind me as they pleafe.. 
A new and wondrous art I (how 
Of dr#iring fpirits from below i 

X4 I^. 
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In fcariet fomc, and fome in 'white t 
They rife, walk round, yet never frightr 
In at each mouth the Jpiriti pafs, 
Diftin6lly feen as through a glafs : 
0*er head and hody make a rout, 
And drive at laft zll/ecrets out : 
And ftill, the more I fliow my art. 
The more they opftt every heart, 

A greater chemift none than I, 
Who from materials hard and dry 
Have taught men to-extra^ with ikillv 
More precious juice than from a ftilh . 

Ahhough I *m often out of cafe^ 
I *m not a(ham*d to fhow m^face. 
Though at the tables of the great 
I near the fide-board take my feat j 
Yet the plain 'fquire, when dinner 's done,: 
Is never pleas'd till I make one : 
He kindly bids me near him ftand } 
And often takes me by the band, 

I twice a day a hunting gq ; 
Nor ever fail to feix.e my foe ; 
And, when I have him by the pole^ , 
I drag him upwards from his hole \ 
Though fome are of fo flubborn kind, 
I 'm forcM to leave a limb behind. 

I hourly wait fome fatal end j 
For I can break ^ but fcom to bend.. 



vn. Th 
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VIL. 

The GuLPH of all Human Possessions* 

g^OME hither, and behold the fruits, 
^^ Vain maa ! of all thy vain purfuits. . 
Take wife advice> and look bibiftd, 
Bring all pajf a£iion« to- thy mind. 
Here you may fee, as in a glafs, 
How foon all human pleafures p^fs*- 
How will it mortify thy pride, . 
To turn the true impartial fide! 
How will your eyes contain their tears. 
When all the fad rtver/e appears ! 

This cave within its womb confines 
The lad refult of all defigns : . 
Here lie dcpoiitcd the fpoiU 
Of bufy mortals' endlefs toils : 
Here, with an cafy fearch, we find 
The foul corruptions of mankind. 
The wretched purchafe here behold 
Of traitors, who their country fold. 

This guipli infaciable imbibes 
The lawyer's fees, tlie Aatefman's bribes. 
Here,, in their proper fhape and mien. 
Fraud,. perjury, and guilt, are feen. 

NecefTity, the tyrant's law, . 
All human race mufl liiUier draw ; 
All prompted by the fame defire^ 
The vigorous youth, and aged fire* 

Behold, 
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Beholdy the coward and the brave, 
The haughty prince, the humble flaye>. 
Phyiician, lawyer, and divine, 
All make oblations at this ihiine. 
Some enter boldly, fome by fteakh, 
And leave behind their fnittkis we^k*. 
For, while the baflifiil fylran maid. 
As half aiham'd^ and half afraid. 
Approaching finds it hard to put 
With that which dwelt fo near ber hiorpp 
The courtly danoe, unmov'd by fear^ 
Frofufely pours Qier offitit^s ineve. 

A trei^ure here of Uammg toka, 
Huge heaps of never-dying works r 
Labours of many an ancient iage^ 
And millions of the prefent age. 

In at this gulph all offerings pstfs,. 
And lie an undiflinguiih'd mafs» 
Deucalion> to reflore mankind. 
Was bid to throw the ilones^^ttfi/,*; 
So thofe who here their gifts convey 
Are forc'd to look another <wty ; 
For few, a chofen few, muft know 
The myfleries diat lie below. 

Sad chamel-houfel a difmol dome. 
For which all mortals leave their home f 
The young, the beautiful, and brave. 
Here bury'd in one common grave 1 
Where each fupply of dead renews 
Vnwholefbmc dam^y ifffefffive dews i: 



And 
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And lo ! the ivriting on ibe ^waUs 
Points out where each new *viSim falls 5 
Th&fiodofnvorms and bcafts obfcene^ 
Who round the vault luxuriant reign. 

See where thofe mangled ctvpTes lie, 
Condemned by female hands to die,* 
A comely dame, once clad in white,. 
ILjes there con%n*d to endlefs night j; 
Siy cruel hands her blood was fpilt. 
And yet her woeaith was all her guilts 

And here fix virgins in a tomb. 
All-beauteous offspring of one womb|. 
©ft' in the train of Venus feen, 
As fair and lovely as their queen : 
Ih royal garments each was dreiV,. 
Each with a gold and purple veft ; 
Ifaw them of their garments ftrqpt, 
Their throats wcec cut, their bellies ripr,, 
T-w/f^ were they bury M, /«ic;iVr were bOm^ 
^*wice from their fepulchres were torn j 
Sut now difmember'd here are caft. 
And find a refting-place at laft. 

Here oft* the curious traveler finds 
The combat of oppqfing ivinds s 
And feeks to learn the fecret caufe, 
Which alien feems from nature's laws 5.; 
Why at this cofVi^s tremendous moutbf 
He feels at once both north znd/outb : 
Whether th&^winds, in caverns pent,. 
Through cJj^j o|^gnant force a vent t- 

Or 
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Or whether, opening all huflwreSf 
Fierce ^olus in tempefl roars. 

Yet, from this mingled mafs of things,. 
In time a new creation fprings. 
'thefe crude materials once fliall rife 
To fill the earth,, and air, and ikies : 
In various forms appear again. 
Of vegetables, brutes, and men. 
So Jove pronounc'd among the gods, 
Olympus trembling as he nods. 

VIII. 
LOUISA'^ to STREPHO.Nv 

A H ! Strephon, how can you dcfpifc 
■^^ Her, who without thy pity dies ? 
To Strephon I have flill been true. 
And of as noble blood as you j 
Fair ifTue of the genial bed, 
A virgin in tliy bofom l>rcd ,* 
Embrac'd thee clofer than a wife ; 
When thee I leave, I leave my life. 
Why fliould my fhcpherd take amifs. 
That oft' I wake tbee with a kifs ? 
Yet you of every kifs complain j 
Ah ! is not love a plead ng pain ? 
A pain which every happy night 
You cure w4th eafe and with delight ; 

* This Riddle is folved by an Anagram. 

WiJ 
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"With plcafurc, as the poet fings, 
Too great for mortals Icfs than kings. 

Cloc, when on thy brcaft I lie, 
Obfervcs me with revengeful eye : 
If Ck>e o'er thy heart prevails, 
She '11 tear mc with her dcfpcrate nails ; 
And with rclcntlcfs hands dcftroy 
The tender pledges of our joy. 
Nor have I bred a fpurious race j 
They all were born from thy embrace^ 
Confider, Strtphon, what you do j 

For, (hould I die fur love of you, 

I'll haunt thy dreams, a bloodlcfs ghoft; 

And all my kin (a numerous hod, 

Who down dirc6t our lineage bring 

From vi£lors o'er the Memphian king; 

Renown'd in ficges and campaigns, 

Who never fled the bloody plains. 

Who in tempeftuous fcas can fport. 

And fcorn the plcafures of a court. 

From whom great Sylla found his doom. 

Who fcourg'd to death that fcourgc of Rome) 

Shall on thcc take a vengeance dire j 

Thou, like Alcides, (halt expire, 

When his cnvcnom'd fhirt he wore. 

And Ikin and flcfh in pieces tore. 

Nor lefs that (hirt, my rival's gift. 

Cut from tlie piece that made her (hift. 

Shall in thy deareft bJood be dy'd, 

.And make thee tear thy tainted hide. 

IX. DE- 
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IX. 

T\EPRIV'D of root, and branch, and rindp 
"■^ Yet flowers I bear of every kind^ 
And fuch is my proliHc power. 
They bloom in lefs than half an hour ; 
Yet ftanders-by may plainly fee 
They get no nourifliment-from me. 
My head with giddinefs goes round.; 
And yet:I firmly fhmd my ground ; 
All over naked I amiieen. 
And painted like an Indian queen. 
Vo couple-beggar in the land 
e'er joinM fuch numbers hand in handc; 
% join them feirly with a ring ; 
Nor can our parfon blame the thing : 
And, though no marriage words are fpokc^ 
They part not. till the ring isbroke'; 
Yet hypocrite fanaticks cry, 
I 'm but an idol rais'd on high i 
And once a weaver in our town, 
A damn'd Cromwellian, knock'd me down. 
I lay a prifoner twenty years. 
And then the jovial cavaliers 
To their old poft reftor'd all three, 
1 mean thexhurch, the king, and mc. 
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X. On the Moon^ 

I WITH borrow'd filvcr Ihine, 
What you fee is none of mine. 
Tirfl I fhew you but a quarter. 
Like the bow that guards the Tartar^ 
Then the half, and then the whole, 
£ver dancing round the pole. 
And, what will raife your admiration, 
I am not one of God's creation, 
But fprung (and I this truth maintain) 
Like Pallas from my father's brain. 
And, after all, I chiefly owe 
My beauty to the fhades below. 
Moft wondrous forms you fee me weai^ 
A man, a woman, lion, bear, 
A fifh, a fowl| a cloud, a field, 
All figures heaven or earth can yields 
Like Daphne fomctimes in a tree : 
Yet am not one of all you fee. 

XI. On aCuicLE. 

T 'M up and down, and round about, 
'*' Yet all the world can't find mc out, 
Though hundreds have employ'd their leif^l^lf 
They never yet could find my meafure* 
I 'm found almoft in every garden, 
Nay in the compafs of a farthing. 
There 's neither xhariotj coach, nor mill, 
Can move an i|i(Ch.«xc€pt I will 

XIL On 
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XIL On Ink. 

T AM jet-black, as you may fee, 
•*• The fon of pitch, and gloomy night : 
Yet all that know me will agree, 
I 'm dead except I live in light. 

Sometimes in panegyrick high, 

Like lofty Pindar, I can foar; 
And raife a virgin to the Iky, 

Or fink her to a pocky whore. 
My blood this day is very fweet. 

To morrow of a bitter juice j 
Like milk, *tis cry*d about the ftrecj, 

And fo apply'd to different ufe. 

Moft wondrous is my magic power : 
For with t)ne colour I can paint ; 

I *11 make the devil a faint this hour. 
Next make -a devil of a faint. 

Through diftant regions I can fly. 
Provide me but with paper wings; 

And fairly fhcw a reafon, why 
There fliould be quarrels among kings. 

And, after all, you '11 think it odd. 
When learned doctors will difpute. 

That I ihould point the word of God, 
And (hew where they can bed confute. 

Let lawyers bawl and ftrain their throats : 
*Tis I that muft the lands convey, 

-And ftrip the clients to their coats ; 
Ha^f give th^^r very fouls away. 
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XIII. On the Five Senses, 

ALL of vs in one you 11 find, 
Brethren of a wondrous kind ; 
Yet among us all no brother 
Knovrs one tittle of ihe other j 
We in frequent councils are, 
And our marks of things declare, 
Where, to us unknown, a clerk 
Sits, and takes them in the <iark. 
He 's the rcgifter of all 
In our ken, both great and fmall ; 
By us forms his laws and rules. 
He 's our maftcrj we his tools j 
Yet we can with greatcft cafe 
Turn and wind him where we pleafe. 

One of us alone can ileep, 
Yet no watch the reft will keep. 
But the moment that he clofcs, 
Every brother elfc rcpofcs. 

If wine 's bought, or vi£kuals dreft, 
One enjoys them for the reft. 

Pierce us all with wounding ftcel. 
One for all of us will feel. 

Though ten thoufand cannons roar. 
Add to them ten thoufand more. 
Yet but one of us is found 
Who regards the dreadful found. 

Do what is not fit to tell, 
There 's but one of us can fmcll. 
VOL. L Y XIV. F ON. 
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XIV. 

rONTINELLA TO FLORINDA. 

XTT H E N on my bofom thy bright eyes, 
^ ^ Florinda, dan their heavenly beama» 
I feel not the lead love-furprke. 

Yet endlefs tears flow down in {breams ^ 
There 's nought fo beautiful in tfaee. 
But you may find the fame in me. 

The lilies of thy ikin compare { 

In me you fee them full as white. 
The rofes of your cheeks, I dare 

Affirm, can't glow to more delight. 
Then, (Ince I ihew as fine a face. 
Can you refufe a foft embrace ? 

Ah ! lovely nymph, thou 'rt in thy j>rime1 

And fo am I whild thou art here; 
But foon will come the fatal time. 

When all we fee Ihall difappear. 
*Tis mine to make a juft reflexion. 
And yours to follow my diredUon. 
Then catch admirers while you may ; 

Treat not your lovers vnth difdainj 
For time with beauty flies away. 

And there is no return again. 
To you the fad account I bring, 
Life's autumn has no fecond (pring. 

XV. Oi 
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XV. On an Echo. 

N£ VE R fl^ping, ftUl awake, 
Pleafing moft when moft I fpeak; 
The delight of old asd young, 
Though I fpeak without a tongue. 
Iilought but one thing can confound me, 
Iblany voices joining -round me; 
Then I fret, and rave, and gabble. 
Like the labourers of BabeL 
. Now I am a dog, or cow^ ' 
I can bark, or I can low, 
•I can bleat, or I can fing, 
Like the warblers of ^he fpring. 
Let the love-iick bard complain. 
And I mourn the cruel pain ; 
'Let the happy Twain rejoice. 
And I join my helping voice ; 
3oth are welcome, grief or joy, 
1 with either fport and coy. 
Though a lady, I am flout. 
Drums and trumpets bring me out : 
Then I clafh, and roar, and rattle. 
Join in all the din of battle. ' 
Jove, with all his loudeft thunder. 
When I *m vext, can't keep me under j 
Yet fo tender is my ear. 
That the loweft voice I fear ; 
Much I dread the courtier's fate. 
When his merit 's out of date, 
|for I hate a filcnt breatli. 
And a wlufper is my death. 

Y a XYI. On 
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XVI. On a Shadow ik a Glass. 

T> Y fomcthing formM, I nothlDg am. 

■*-* Yet every thing that you can mime | 

In no place have I ever been. 

Yet every where I may be fecn ^ 

In all things falfe, yet always true, 

I *m ftill the fame — but eycr new. 

Lifelefs, life's perfeft form I wear. 

Can ihew a nofe, eye, tongue, -o^ tar. 

Yet neither fmell, fee, uAe^-.or hoar* 

All ihapes and features I canjxMid^ 

No flefh, no bones, no blood •*• no ghofl ( 

All colours, without painty put cm. 

And change like the cameleon* 

Swiftly I come, and enter ther^. 

Where not a chink lets in the air { 

Like thought, I 'm in a moment ^ne, 

Nor can I ever be alone j 

All things on. earth 1 imitate, . 

Fafter than nature can create i 

Sometimes imperial robes I wear, 

Anon in beggar's rags appear ; 

A giant now, and ftrait an elf, 

I 'm every one, but ne'er myfclf ; 

Ne'er fad I mourn, ne'er glad rejoice, 

I move my lips, but want a voice ; 

I ne'er was born, nor e'er can die. 

Then prythee tell me what am I. 

XVII. MO 
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XVIL 

%/¥ O S T things by. me do rife and fall, 

■*-~'*' And as I plcafc they 'rc great and fmall ; 

Invading foe«, without rcfiftancc, 

With cafe I make to keep their diftancc j 

Again, as I *m difpos'd, the foe 

Will come, though not a foot they go. 

Both mountains, woods, and hills, aod rocks» 

And gaming goats, and fleecy flocks, 

And lowing herds, and piping fwains, 

Come dancing to me o'er the plains. 

The greateft whale that fwims the fea 

Does inftantly my power obey. 

In vain from me the Tailor flies, ' 

The quickefi: fljip I can furprize, ' 

And turn it as I have a mind. 

And move it againft tide and wind. 

Nay, bring me here the rallcft man, 

I *11 fqueeze him to a little fpan; 

Or bring a tender child and pliant, 

You '11 fee me ftrctch him to a giant ; 

Nor fliall they in the leaft complain,. 

Becaufe my magick gives no pain. 

XVIII. On Time. 

P VE R eating,, never cloying, 
"*-' All devouring, all deftroying, 
Never finding full rcpaft. 
Till I eat the world at laft. 

Y 3 . XIX. Oa 
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XIX. Oa the GALLovif s- 
npHERE is a gate^ wcknow full well, 
-^ That fbnds 'twixt heayen, and earthy, and he 
Where many for a paflage venture. 
Yet yety few are fond to enter ; 
Although '^is open mght and day^ 
They for that seafon. Ihun this^ way : 
Both dukes and lords abhor its wood,. 
They caa^t come near it for their blood*. 
What other way they take to go^ 
Another time I *11 let you know. 
Yet commoners with greatefl eafe 
Can find an entrance when they pleafe. 
The poorefV hither march in (late 
(Or they can never paTs the gate). 
Like Roman generals triumphant,.. 
And tlien they take a turn and jump on 'r. 
If graveft parfons here advance. 
They cannot pafs before they dance ; 
There *s not a foul that does rcfort here. 
But ftrips himfelf to pay the porter, 

XX. On the Vowels, 

TXT' E are little airy creatures, 
^ ^ All of different voice and features,. 
One of us in glafs is fet. 
One of us you '11 find in jet, 
T* other you may fee in tin,. 
And the fourth a box within, 
If the fifth you fiiould purfue^ 
It can never fly from you. 

5 XXI. 
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XXL On Snow. 

IM heaven I fall, though from earth I begto, 

y lady alive can ihew fuch a (kin. «* 

ight as an angel, and light as a feather, 

^yy and dark, when you fqueeze me together. 

.1 candour and truth in my afped I be^, 

ny poor, creatures I help to enfhare. 

ii fo much of Heaven appears in my make,. 

ileft impreiCons I eafily take. 

ent and I produce one another,- 

}ther the daughter, the daughter the motherw 

XXII. On a Cannon. 

rOTTEN, and bom, and dying with noi/e, 
le terror of women, and pleafure of bjby«> 
le fi£^ion of poets concerning the wind, 
iefly unruly when ftrongefl confin*d; 
er and gold f don't trouble my head, 
I delight in is pieces of lead ; 
when I trade with a ihip or a town, 
len I make pieces of iron go down. 
>perty more I would have you remark, 
r was ever more fond of a fpark j 
sment I get one, my foul *s all a-fire, 
roar out my joy, and in tranfport expire.. 

Y 4 XXIli. Oil 
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XXIII. On a Pair of Dice, 
''E are little brethren twain, 
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Arbiters df tofs and gain, ' 
Many to our counters run. 
Some are made, and fome undone r 
But men find it to their coft, 
Few are made, but numbers loft. 
Though we play them tricks for ever, , 
Yet they always hope our favour. 

XXIV. On a Candlb. 
TO LADY CARTERET. 

/^ F all inhabitants on earth, 

^^ To Man alone I owe my birth. 

And yet the Cow, tlie Sheep, the Bee, . 

Are all my parents more than he : 

I, a virtue, ftrange and rare. 

Make the faireft look more' fair ; 

And rayfclf, which yet is rarer. 

Growing old, grow fUll the fairer. 

Like fots, alone I 'm dull enough. 

When dos'd with fmoak, and fmear'd with fnuflP: 

But, in the midft of mirth and wine, 

I with double luftre ibinc. 

Enablem of tlie Fair am I, 

Poli&'d neck, and radiant eye ; 

In my eye my greateft grace. 

Emblem of the Cyclops' race ; 

Metals I like them fulidue. 

Slave like them to Vulcan too. 

4 Emblem 
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Emblem of a monarch old, 
Wife, and glorious to bdiold i 
Wafted he appears, and pale, 
Watching for the public wcali 
Emblem of the balhful dame, 
That in fccrct fced^iher flame. 
Often aiding to impart 
All the fccrcts of her heart t 
Various is my bulk and hue, 
Big like Befs, and froall like Sue { 
Now brown and burniih'd like a nut,* 
At other times a very (lut ; 
Often fair, and foft, and tender, 
Taper, tall, and fmooth, and (lender } 
Like Flora dcck'd with faircft flowers, 
Like Phoelms, guardian of the hours : 
But, whatever bo my drefs. 
Greater be my fize or lefs. 
Swelling be my (hape or fiiyalV, 
Like thyfelf I (hine in all. 
Clouded if my face is feen, 
My complexion wan and green, . 
Languid Uke a love-fick maid, 
Sttel affords me prefcnt aid. 
Soon or late, my date is done, 
As my thread of life is fpun > 
Yet to cut the* fatal thread 
Oft* revives my drooping head i 
Yet I perilh in my prime, 
Seldom by the death of time} 

Die 
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Die like lovers as they gaze. 

Die for thofe I live to pleafe ; 

Pine unpitied to my urn, 

Nor warm the fair for whom I bumi 

Unpitied, unlamented too^ 

Die like all that look on youw 

XXV. TO LADY CARTERET. 
BY DR. DEL ANY. 

T REACH all things near me, and far off to booc». 
"■• Without ftretching a finger, or ilirring afoot, 
I take them all in too> to add to your wonder^ 
Though many and various, and large and afunder; 
Without joftling or crowding they pafs fide by (ide. 
Through a wonderful wicket,, not half an inch wide : 
Then I lodge them at eafe in a very large (lore. 
Of no breadth or length, with a thoufand things more.. 
All this I can do without witchcraft or charm^ 
Through fomctimes, they fay, I bewitch and do harm ; 
Though cold, I inflame; and though quiet,, invade; 
And nothing can (hield from my fpell but a ihade.. 
A thief tliat has robbM you, or done you difgrace^ 
In magical mirrour I '11 fhew you his face : 
Nay, if you *ll believe what the poets have faid, 
They '11 tell you I kill, and can call back tlte dead. 
Like conjurers fafe in my circle I dwell, 
I love to look black too, it heightens my fpell j 
Though my magick is mighty in every hue, 
Who fee all my power mull fee. it in. You. 

ANSWERED^ 
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ANS\VKR£D BY DR. SWIFT* 

WI T H half in /y^ your riddle I fpy. 
I obferve your wicket hemm'd in by a thicket,. 
And whatever pafies is (brained through glaflei^. 
You fay it is quiet : I flatly deny it. 
It wanders about, without flirnng out j 
No pailion fo weak but gives it a. tweak 1 
Love, joy, and devotion, fet it always in motion*. 
And as for the tragic effe6h of its magick 
Which you fay it can kill, or revive at its will, 
The dead are all found, and revive above ground> 
After all you have writ, it cannot be wit 1 
Which plainly docs follow, iince it flies fxx>m Apollo.. 
Its cowardice fuch, it cries at a touch, 
Tis a perfc£l milkfop, grows drunk with a drop^ 
Another great fault, it cannot bear fait 1 
And a hair can difarm it of .every charm.. 

XXVL TO LADY CARTERET. 
BY DR. SWIFT. 

Tj^ROM India's burning clime I 'm brought, 
-*■ With cooling gales like Zepliyri frauglit. 
Kot Iris, when ihe paints the iky. 
Can (hew more different hue than I {. 
Nor can flic change her form fo faft, 
I 'm now a fail, and now a mafl. 
I here am red, and there am green, 
A beggar there, and here a quccn» 

I fome- 
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I fometimes live in houfe of hair. 

And ofc> in hand of lady fair. 

I pleafe the young> I grace the old. 

And am at once both hot and cold* 

Say what I aro.then, if you can^ 

And £nd the rhyine> and you 're the man^ 

ANaWrXED BY DR. SHERIDAN. 

YOUR houfe of hair and. lady's hand. 
At firft did put me to a ftand. 
I have it now — 'tis plfin enough •— 
Your hai^ buiinefs- is a mujf, 
Yoqr engine ft-aught with coolipg gales^. 
At once fo like your mails and fails ; 
And for the rhyme toy/ou 're the man. 
What fits it better than Afanf 



A RECEIPT 

To RESTORE STEI^LA'S Youth. 1724-5. 

nr^ H E Scottifli hinds, too poor to houfe 
"■*■ In frofty nights their llarving cows, 
While not a blade of grafs or hay 
Appears from Michaelmas to May, 
Muft let their cattle range in vain 
For food along the barren plain. . 
Meagre and lank with fading grown. 
And nothing left but fkin and bone ; 

ExposM 
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Expos'd to want, and wind, and weather, 
They jull keep life and foul together, 
Till fummcr-ihowers and evening's dew 
Again the verdant glebe renew j 
And, as the vegetables rife. 
The famifli'd cow her want fuppUcs : 
Without an ounce of lad year's fleih { 
Whatever (he gains is young and frelh ; 
Grows plump and round, and full of mettle^ 
As rifing from Medea's kettle. 
With youth and beauty to inchant 
Europa'^ cdunterfeit gallant. 

Why, Stella, Ihould you knit your brow, 
If I compare you to the cow } 
'Tis juft the cafe 1 for you have faftod 
60 long, till all your flefh is wailed, 
And mud againd the warmer days 
Be fent to Qjiilca down to graze ; 
Where mirth, and exercife, and air. 
Will foon your appetite repair : 
The nutriment will from within, 
Round all your body, plump your (kin ; 
Will agitate the lazy flood, 
And fill your veins with fprightly blood : 
Nor flefh nor blood will be the fame, 
Nor aught of Stella but the name ; 
For what was ever underftood. 
By human kind, but fiefh and blood ? 
And if your flefh and blood be new, 
You '11 be no more the former j^0» j 

But 
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But for a blooming nymph will pafs» 
Juft fifteen, coming fummer's gtsSt, 
Your jetty iocks with garlands crown'd s 
While all the Tquires for nine miles roun<t 
Attended by a brace of curs, 
With jocky boots and filver ({mrst 
Ko lefs than juilices o'quoru/Uf 
7heir cow-boys bearing cloaks before 'cn^ 
Shall leave deciding broken pates, 
To kifs your ileps at Ctuilca gates. 
'But, left you fliould my ikill difgrace. 
Come back before you *re out of cafe :: 
For if 'to Michaelmas you ikaj, 
'The new-born 'flclh will melt «way ; 
The *fquire in f corn will fly the houfe 
For bener game, and look for groufe ; 
But here, before the froft can mar it. 
We 'U make it firm with beef and daiec. 



JSTELLA'S BIRTH-DAY, 1714-5- 

A S, when a beauteous nymph decays, • 
•^^ We fay, (he 's paft her danoing-days j 
So poets lofe their feet by time. 
And can no longer dance in iThyme. 
Your annual bard had rather chofe 
To celebrate your birth in profe i 
Yet merry folks, who want by chano* 
A pair to make a country -dance, 

CaU 
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Call the old houfe-keeper, and get her 
To fill a place, for want of better* 
IVhile Sheridan is off the hooks. 
And friend Delany at his books. 
That Stella may avoid difgrace. 
Once more the Dean fupplics their place. 

Beauty and wit, too fad a truth ! 
'Have always been confin'd to youth .{ 
The god of wit and beauty's queen* 
He twenty-one, and ihe fifteen. 
No poet ever fweetly Tung, 
XJnlefs he were, like Phoebus, young | 
Nor ever nymph infpir'd to rhyme, 
•Unlefs, like Venus, in her prime. 
At ftfty-fix, if this be true, 
Am I a poet fit far you ? 
Or, at the age of forty-three, 
Are you a fubje^ fie for me } 
Adieu f bright wit, and radiant eyes! 
You mufl be grave, and I be wife. 
Our fate in vain we would oppofe t 
But I '11 be flill your friend in profe t 
£fleem and friendfhip to exprefs. 
Will not require poetic drefs ; 
And, if the Mufe deny her aid 
To have them/inr^, they may hc/aiJ. 

But, Stella, fay, what evil tongue 
Feports you are no longer young ; 
That Time fits, with his fcythe, to mow 
Where erft fat Cupid ^ich his bow 1 

That 
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That half your locks are turn'd to grey*? 
1 11 ne'er believe a word they fay. 
*Tis true, but let it not be known. 
My eyes are fomewhat dimmiih grown : 
For nature, always in the right, 
~To your decays adapts my fight | 
And wrinkles undiftingui(h'd pafs, 
>For I 'm afhamM to ufe a glafs ; 
And till I fee them with thefe eyes, ' ' 

Whoever fays you have them, lies. 

No length of time can make you quit 
Honour and virtue, fenfe and wit : 
Thus you may fliU be young to me. 
While I can better bear thwafee. 
=Oh, ne'er may Fortune fliew her fpight. 
To make me diofy and mend my Jigbii 

AN EPIGRAM 
ON WOOD'S BRASS-MONEY. 

^^ ARTE RET was welcomed to the Ihore 

*^^ Firft with the brazen cannons roar; 

To meet him next the ibldier comes. 

With brazen trumps and brazen drums ; 

Approaching near the town, he hears 

The brazen bells falutc his ears : 

But, when Wood's brafs began to found, 

'Guns, trumpets, drums, and bells, were drown'A 

A SIMILR 
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A SIMILE, 

ON OUR WANT OF SILVERt 

And the only Way to remedy it. 1725. 

AS when of old fome *forccrer« threw 
0*cr the moon's face a fable hue. 
To drive unfccn her magic chair, 
At midnight through the darkcn'd air; 
Wife people, wlio hcliev'd with rcafoA 
That this cclipfe was out of fe.-ifon, 
Affirm *d the moon was fick, and fell 
To cure her by a counter- fpell. 
Ten tlioufand cymbals now begin 
To rend the Ikies with brazen din; 
The cymbaU' rattling founds difpel 
The cloud, and drive the hag to hell. 
The moon, delivcrM From her pain, 
Dijfplays her/Zs/zr face again 
(Note here, that in the chemic ilyle, 
The moon xzJUfvtr all this while). 

So (if my fimile you minded, 
Which I confefs is too long-winded) 
When late a feminine magician*, 
Join'd with a brazen politician, 
Expos'd, to blind the nation's eyes, 
A parchment f of prodigious fize ; 

• A great lady was faid to have been bribed by Wood. 
f The patent for coining lulf<pence. 

Vol* I. Z Con- 
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ConccaVd behind that ample fcrccn. 
There ^vas no filter to be feen. 
But to this parchment let the Drapier 
. Oppofc his counter-charm of paper. 
And ring Wood*s copper in our cars 
So loud till a)l the nation hears i 
That found will make the parchment flirivtl^ 
And drive the conjurers to- the devil : 
And, when the Iky is grown fercnc, 
Our filver will appear again ► 



WOOD AN INSECT, ryi^ 

T> Y long obfervation I have underftood, 

"*-^ That two little vermin are kin to Will Wood^ 

The firft is an inftdl they call a fwooJ-louix:, 

That folds up itfelf in uiJclf for a houfc, 

As round as a ball, witlnjut head, without taily 

Inclos'd cap- a-pc in a ftrong coat of mail. 

And thus William Wood to my fancy appears 

In fillets of brafs roll'd up to his ears : 

And over thefe fillets he wifely has thrown. 

To keep out of danger, a doublet of (lone ♦, 

The loufe of the iajooJ for a medicine is us'd.. 

Or fwallow'd alive, or Ikilfully bruis'd. 

And, let but our mother Ilibernia contrive 

Ta fwallow Will Wood ciiher bruis'd or alive, 

♦ He was in gnol for debt. 
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i need be no more with the jaundice pofTcft^ 
(ick of ehfiruffioMSt and paw in btr ebtft. 
The next is an inrc£b we call a *weod*^oxmf 
lat lies in old ovWliJce a hare in herformi 
tth teeth or with claws it will bite or will fcratch, 
id chamb<;rmaid$ chiifttn this worm a death-watch; 
caufe like a watch it always cries click t 
icn woe l)C to thofe in the houfe who are Tick : 
r, as furc as a gun, ihcy will give up the ghoft^ 
the magj^ot cries click when ic fcratches the poft. 
t a kettle of fcalding hot water injc6tc*d 
fallibly cures the timber afic6ied : 
le omen is broktn, the danger is over { 
le maggot will clic, and the fick will recover. 
:h a worm was Will Wood, when he fcratch'd at the 

door 
1 governing ftatcfman or favourite whore : 
te death of our nation he fecm'd to foretell, 
id the found of his bfafs we to&k for our knell, 
t now, fmcc the Drapicr hath'hearnly maul'd liimi 
link the bed thing wc c^ii do 14 to fcald him. 
r which operation there '% nothing more proper 
an the lic^uor he deals in, his own me Ued' Copper; 
lefs, like the Dutch, you rather would lx}il 
i$ coiner of raps • in a cauldron of oil. 
en chufe which you plcafc, and let each bring a faggot, 
r our fear '% at an end with the death of the roaggoc 

♦ Counterfeit half- pence, 

Z a O N 
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On wood the Iron-mokger. ijt^ 

SALMOI^EUS, as the Grecian tsdc is> 
Was a mad coppeir-fmith of Elk ; 
Up at his forge by morning- peep, 
Ko creature in the lane could deep ; 
Among a crew of royftering fellows 
Would fit whole evenings at the alehoufc r: 
His wife and children wanted breads 
While he went always drunk to bed. 
This vapouring fcab muft needs devifc. 
To ape the thunder of the (kies : 
With brafs two fiery fteeds lie fhod,. 
To make a clattering as they trod. 
Of poliih'cl bra/s his flaming car 
Like lightning dazzled from afar. 
And up he mounts into the box. 
And he mull thunder, with a pox. 
Then furious he begins Kis m^rch. 
Drives rattling o'er a brazen arch : 
With ic^uibs and crackers arm'd, to thiow 
Among the trembling croud below. 
All ran to prayers, both pricfts and laity^ 
To pacify this angry deity : 
When Jove, in pity to the town,. 
With real thunder knock'd him down. 
Then what a huge delight were all in, •- 
To fee the wicked varlet fprawling i 
They fearcli'd his pocketb on the place^ 
And found liis copper all was bafc j 

The) 



GN WOOD THt IRON-MdN(J«R. 31^1 

^hey laugh'd at fuch an Irifli blunder, 
To take the noifc of brafs for thunder. 

The n)oral of ihh tale is proper, 
Vpply'd to Wood's adultcr*d copper : 
Vhich, as he fcatter'd, we like doUs 
^iftook tt firft for thurider-bdlts ; 
kfore the Drapier (hot a letter, 
Nor Jove him f elf could do it better) 
Vhicli, lighting on th' impoftor'ii crown, 
.ike real thunder knocked him down. 

VILL WOOD'S PETITION 
3 THE PEOPLE 0¥ IRELAND; 

g an excellent New Song, fuppofcd to be made 
id fung in the Streets ot Dublin, by William 
'ooD, Iron-monger and Halt-pcnny-moriger. 

1725. 

TV/r Y dear Irilh folks, 

•^^'*' Conoc leave off your jokes, 
ind buy up my half-pence fo fincj 

So fair and fo bright, 

Tljey '\\ give you delight ; 
'bfcrve,' how they gliften and ihine ! 

They '11 fell, to my grief. 

As cheap asncck^becf, 
or counters at cards io your wife j 

And every day • 

Your children may play 
pan-farthing, or tofj^on the knife, 

y- i .(romr. 
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Come hither, and try.^ 

I *11 teach you to buy 
A pot of good ale for a farthing : 

Come J three-pence a fcorc, 

I a(k you no more, 
And a fig for tlie Drapier <and Hardingc *• 

When tradefmen have gold. 

The thief will be bold. 
By day ancf by niglit ^r to rob hiiA : 

My copper is fuch, 

No robber will touch, 
And To you may daintily bob him. 

The little black-guar^. 

Who gets very hard 
Ilis half-pence for cleaning your fhoesj 

When his pockets are cramm'd 

Witli .mine and be d — 'd, 
ilc may fwear he has nothing to lofe. 

Here 's half- pence in plenty. 
For one you '11 have twenty. 

Though thoufands arc not worth a puddeii : 
Your neighbours will tliink, 
• When your pocket cries chink. 

You are grown plaguy ricli on a fudden. 

You will be my thankers, 
I '11 make you my bankers, 
A s good as Ben Burton or Fade f i 

* The Drapler's printer. 
A' Two famous banker*. 
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For nothing fliall pafs 
But my pretty brafs, 
Lnd then you '11 be.ftllof a trade. 

I 'm a Ton of a whore 

If I have a word more 
'o fay in this wretched condition. 

Jf my coin will not paf^ 

I muft die like an afs j 
md fo I conalud;; my petition. 

A NEW SONG 
ON WOOD'S HALF-PENCE. 
I people of Ireland, both country and city, 
Come liftcn with patience, and hear out my ditty: 
lis time I '11 chufe to be wifcr than witty. 

ffTficb nobodj can din/, 

Half-.pence are coming, the nation's undoing, 
e 's an end of your ploughing, and baking, and 
brewing \ 
ort, you muA all go to rack and to ruin. 

mieh, &c. 

high men and low men, and thick mm and tall men, 
rich men and poor men* and free men and ihrall men« 
fuffcr; ^nd this man, and tliat man, and all men. 

Whicb, &c. 

Soldier is ruln'd, poor man 1 by hl^ pay ; 
five pence will prove but a farthing a day, 
neat, or for drink ; or he mud run away^ 

I4 WbUb^tiz. 

When 



When he pulls out his two pence, the Tapftfer fays i»^ 
That ten times as much he mxiil pay for his (hot; 
And ihyis the poor Soldier muft loon go to pot. 

If he goes to the Baket, the Baker will huff, 
And twenty pence have for a two-penny lOaf, 
Then, dog, rogue, and rafcal, and fo kick and cuff* 

micb, &c. 

Again, to the market whenever he goes. 
The Butcher and Soldier muft be mortal focs# 
One cuts off an ear, and the otlier a nofe. 

ffUficb, S^ 

Tlie Butcher is flout, and he values no fw^gger ; 

A cleaver 's a match any time for a dagger. 

And a blue fleeve may give fuch a cuff as may Aagger. 

fThicb, &c. 
The Beggars themfelvcs will be broke in a trice. 
When thus their poor farthings are funk in tlieir pricey 
Wlien nothing is left, tliey muft live en their lice. 

The Squire poflefs'd of twelve thoufand a year, 

O Lord ! what a mountain his ren^s would appear I 

Should he take them, he would not har« houfc-room,f 

fear. 

Whicb, &c. 

Thmigh St prcfent he lives in a vety lirge houfc. 
There would then not he roora in it^lcfc for a nioufcj 
But the Squire 's too wife, he will not take a foufe. 

-WbUb, &c. 

The 
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rmer, who comes with his rent in this caih> 
ng theft counters, and being fo mfh, 
kick*d out of doors, both himfelf and his tra^ 

Wbichf &C 

all the leafts that ever we hold^ 

ft pay our rent in good fjlver and gold, 

: in brafs tokens (yf fuch a bafe mold. 

mich, &c 

efl of Lawyers all fwcar, they will warrant 
cy but filver and gold can be current; 
ice tliey will fwear it, we all m*y be fur^on t. 

micb, &c 

[link, after all> it would be very (Irange, 

current money for baf© in exdiangc, 

ine lady fwapping her moles for the mange. 

Which, &c 

1 the king's patent, and there you will find, 
man need take them but who has a mind, 
:h we mud fay that his Majcfty *8 kind. 

Which, &c 

)d blefs the Drapier who openM our eyes 1 
:, by his book, that the writer is wife i 
s us tlie cheat, from tlve end to the rife. 

Wbkb, kc 

ther he ihews h a very hard cafc> 

8 fellow Wood, of a very bad race, 

if all the fine gentry ^ Ireland take place^ 

Wbkbt kc 
That. 
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That he and his half- pence ihould come to weigh dovni 
Our fubjc«Sts fo loyal and true to the crown ; 
But 1 hope, after all, that they will be liis own. 

Which, &a 

This book, I do tdl you, is writ for your goods, 
And a very good book, againft Mr. Wood's ; 
If you Hand ttue together, he *% left in the fuds. 

Which, &c 

Ye fliop-men and trades-nien and farmers, go read it, 
For I think in my foul at this time that you need it ; 
Or egad, if you don't, there 's an end of your credit. 

IVhich nobody can denjf* 

A SERIOUS POEM 

Upon William Wood, Brafier, Tinker, 
Hardwareman, Coiner, Founder, and Efquire, 

"TXT HEN foes are o'erconie^ we preferve them from 

daughter. 
To be henvers of ivood, and draivers of water. 
Now, although to dra^w nuater is pot very good; 
Yet we ail Ihould rejoice to t)e hewers of Wood, 
I own, it has often provok*d me to mutter. 
That a rogue fo abfcure Should make fuch a clutter : 
Bufantient Philofophers wifely remark, 
That old rotten W^od will flit ne in tlie dark. 
The Heathens, we read, had G«ds made of Wood^ 
Who could do them no harm, if they did them no good: 
But this idol Wood may do us great evil ; 
^heir Gods were of Wood j but our Wood i« the DevH- 
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> cut down fine IToo^, is a very bad thing; 

id yet we all know much gold it will bring. 

len, if cutting do^vn Wood bnngs money good ftore, 

ir money to keep, let us cut doiun one more. 

Now hear an old tale. There anciently flood 

forget in what church) an image of Wood. 

>ncerning this image, there went a predidlion, 

would burn a whole /or^ ; nor was it a fiftion, 

was cut into faggots and put to the flame, 

y burn an old Friar, one Forefi by name. 

y tale is a wife one, if well underAood': 

nd you but the Friar j and I '11 find the Wood. 

I hear, among fcholars there is a great doubt 

om wh-at kind of tree this Wood was hewn our, 

eague made a good pun by a brogue in his fpeech | 

nd faid, Bj my Jbouly he's the fon of a Bbrch. 

me call him a 7'bora, the curfe of the nation, 

s Tboria were defign'd to be from the creation. 

•me think him cut out from the poifonous Yew ; 

:neath whofe ill fhade no plant ever grew. 

»me fay he 's a Birch ^ a thought very odd j 

)r none but a dunce would come under his rod, 

ut I *11 tell you the fecret j and pray do not blab t 

e is an old flump, cut out of a Crab^ 

.nd England has ^t this Crab to a hard ufe, 

cudgel our bones, and for drink give us Virjukii 
.nd therefore his wittiefei juflly may boafl, 

hat none are more {iroperly knights of tlie Pq/f» 

1 ne*er could endure my talent to fmother : 
told you one cale, and I '11 tell you another.' 

Ajoinex^ 



A joiner, to faften a faint in a niuh, 
Bor'd a lage augir^bote in the image's breech. 
. Butr finding the Jfame to make no complaint. 
He would ne'er be convinced it ^as x1ru0famt. 
When the trut Wo^d arrives, as he fodn will, no do«bt, 
<(For that 's but a fliam ^«</they carry about*;) 
Whaty?/{^he is made of you quickly may find. 
If youi make tdie fame trial, and hore him iebind. 
I *11 hold you a groat, when you nvmitJIf his bam. 
He *11 bellow as loud as tht Deinl in 2, drum, 
•From me, I declare, you fhall have no denial ; 
And there can be no Ivarm in making a trial : 
And, when to the joy of your hearts he has roar'd, 
"You may fhew him about for a mw-grooMiMg-b^mrd, 

Hear one ilory more, and then I willftop. 
1 dreamt ff^ood was told helhould die by a drof: 
So naethought he refolved ho liquor to tafte, 
Tor fear thz^rfl diop might as well be his lajf, 
iBut diTMfns are like oracles ; 'tis hard to explain 'em; 
For it prov'd that he died of a drop at Kilmainhamt- 
I wak-'d with delight j ^nd not without hope, 
Very foon to fee Wood drop down fl?om a rope. 
Ho^hel and how we, at each other ihould grin! 
'Tis kindnefs to held a friend up by the chin. 
But foft ! fays the Herald j I cannot agree ; 
■Fdr metal OTi metal is falfe Heraldry. 
'Why, :tliat«may be true; yet Wood \y^n fTood, 
.1 'U maintain with my life, is HerMry good- 
* He -was frequently burnt in effigy. 

t Their j)lace of execution. 

.TO 
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TO DR. SHERIDAN. 

Dec. 14, 1719 ^1 9 at nighc 
SiRt 

T is impolTiblc to know by your letter whether the 
wine is to be bottled to-morrow, or no. 
Xf it be, or be not, why did not you, in fiiain £ngHfht 

tell U8 fo ? 
For my part, it was by mere chance I canne to (it with 

il\c ladies f this ni^ht : 
And if they had iioc told me thcic wj^-s a letter from; 

you; and your man Alcxandei lia<i noi gone, and 

come back from the deanryj aul the hoy hcie had 

not been fcnt to let Alcxantkir k'<nv I wt« here} I 

ihottUl have milled the letter ouc-rif^lit. 
Truly I don't know who 'a bound to l>e fending for 

corks to i\op your iiottles, wuh a vengeance. 
Make a page of your own age, and fend your man. 

Alexander to buy corks; for Saunders already hat 

gone above ten jaunts. 
Mrs. Dinglcy and Mrs. Johnfon fay, truly they don't 

care for your wife's company, though they like your 

wine ; but they had rather have it at their own houfe 

to drink in quiet. 
However, ilicy own it is very civil in Mr. Sheridan (• 

make the oftcri and they cannot deny it. 

• This is probably dated too early.. 
il Mii. Dingley and Mrs. Johnibn. 

IwIA 
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I wi(h Alexander fafe at St Catharine's to-nighr, with 

all mv haut and (bul; upon my wdvd and lionour : 
But I think it bafe in you to fend a poor fellow out fb 
latt at this time of year, when one would not turn 
out a dog that one valued j I appeal to your friend 
Mr. Corner 
I would prefent my humble fervice to my lady Mount- 
caihel ; but truly I thought (he would have made ad- 
vances to have been acquainted with me, as (be 
pretended. 
But now I can write na more, for you' fee plainly my 
paper is ended. 

iP. S. 
I wifli, when you prated, your letter you'd dated: 
Mueh plague it created. 1 fcolclcd and rated ; 
My foul is much grated ; for your man 1 long waiteJ. 
I think you are fated, like a bear to be baited : 
Your man is belated j the cafe I have ftatcd ; 
And me you have cheued. My liable 's unflatcd. 
Come back t' ur well freighted. 
I remember my late head ; and wifli you iranflatcd. 
For leazing uie. 

1 P. S. 
Mrs Dingley deHres me fmgly 

Her fervice to prefent you j hopes that will content youj 
But Johnfon madam is grown a fad dame, 
For want of converfe, and cannot fend one vcrPe. 

3 P. S. 
You keep fuch a twattling with you and your bottling; 
But I fee tlie fum lotal, we ihall ne'er have a bcttl<^; 



TO DR. SHERIDAN. ji$r 

'he long and the (hort, we ft all not have a quart, 
wift you would fign 't, that we have a pint, 
or all your collopuingy I '^il be glad of a k noggin : 
ut I doubt *tis a ft am; you won't give us a dram, 
ris of ftinc a month moon- full, you won't part witb 

a fpoonfuU, 
Lnd I muft be nimble, if I can fill ray thimble, 
''ou fee I won't flop, till I come to a drop ; 
tut I doubt the oraculum is a poor fupernaculum ; 
Though perhaps you tell it for a grace, if we fmell it. 

Si ELLA. 

TO Q^ U I L C A, 
A CouNTRy-HousE of Dr. Shirida»> • 
In no very good Repair, 1715. 

T ET me thy properties explain r 

-*"^ A rotten cabbin dropping rain ; 

Chimnics with fcorn rtjtfling fmoak j 

Stools, tables, chairs, and bedfleds broXe* 

Here elements have loft their ufes. 

Air ripens not, nor earth produces ; 

In vain we make poor Sheelah * toil, 

Fire will not road, nor water boil. 

Through all the valleys, hills,, and plains^ ; 

The goddefs Want in triumph reigns : 

And her chief officers of ftate, 

JStloth, Dirt, and Theft, around her wait; 

* The name of ^n Jriih feriant* 

The 
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FAR from our debtors i no Dublin letters;; 
•Not fccnby Duf »bA«>s. 
•.t - . --. • ..It 

The P;«AGffES of a CouNTrVlriFE* 

A companion wVth news j a grfeat want gf flioes ; 
Eat lean mcat^ or chufe ; a church without pews. 
Pur horfes aftray ; no draw, oats, or hay ; [play, 

December in May; our boys run awayj; all fervants i| 

Dft.. SHERIDAN TO DR. SWIFTt 

T *D have you (o kno^, as fure as you *re Dean, 

•*■ Oti Thurfday my carfk of Obrien i. 'W drain s 

If my wife is not willing, 1 fa^ the *s a quean; 

And my right to the cellar, egad, I '11 maintain 

As bravtly a^ any that fought at Dunblain : 

Ga tell her it over and over again. 

J hope, as 1 ride to the town, it won't rain j 

For, Ihould it, I fear it will cool my hot brain. 

Entirely extinguiih mv poetic vein ; 

And then I (hould be as ftupid as Kain, [twwVi 

Who preach'd on th'ce heads, though he menrion'd bm 

Now Wardel 's in haftc, and begins to complain j 

your mod humble fervaiit, Dear Sir, I remain, 

T. S— M. 
Get Helftiam, Walmfley, Delany, 
And fome it rattans, if there be any •: 
Take care you do not bid too many. 
* i. e, in Dublin, for they were country<<lcrgy. 
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'T^H £ verfei you fciic oa iIm boctling ymir wtae 
*'- Were, in every one's ju^gementy exMcdingly ^m | 
And I muft confeft, as » detn and divine^ 
I think you iufpir'd by the Mufcs all nine* 
I nicely examin'd cbem every line, 
And the worft of them all like a barn-door did fliine. 
Ohy that Jove would give tne ^ch a talent as thUie t 
With Delany or Dan I would fcorn to combine. 
[ know they have many a kicked deAgn ; 
Andp give Satan his due, Dan begins to refine. 
However, I wi(h, hone A comrade of mine, 
STou would really on Thurfday leave St. Catharine \ 
Where I hear you are cramm'd ^very day like a fwine | 
IVith me you '11 no more have a flomach to dine, 
Kor after your vittles lie deeping fupine : 
So I wi(h you were toothlefs, like lord MafTerine. 
Butt were you as wicked as lewd Aretine, 
[ wiih you would tell me which way yoy incline* 
IF, when you return, your road you don't line, 
On Thurfday I *ll pay my rcfpcfts at your (hrinc. 
Wherever you bend, wherever you twine. 
In fquare, or in oppofite circle, or trine. 
Vour beef will on Thurfday be falter than brine : 
I hope you have fwill'd, with new milk from the kine, 
As much as the Liffec 's outdone by the Rhine i 

^ T)ie feat of lady Mountcafliel, near Dublin* 
Vol. I. A a And 
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And Dan fhall be with us, with nofe aquiline. 

If you do not come back, we fliall weep but our cyner 

Or ma]| yj^u^fcf^ ntf^-er lit 'g^od LutlK:nne. 

The beef you have got, I hear, is. a chine : 

But, if tM m^ alwir, yo^iiiadam wiH vj^hinc; 

Ai«i t)|C9 yoo^ may kifs the Idw end of heirfginc. 

But enough of» this pdetry Akiandritoc : ' 

I hope you will not think ttiis *9L^pafqfdn^ 
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FROM THE; LIFE- 

/^^OM E ik by my fide, while thi$ pi6!urc I draw: 
^^ In chattering a magpie, in pride a jackdaw; 
A temper the devil himfelf could not bridle j 
. Impertinent mixture of bufy and idle ; 
As rude as a bear, no mule half fb crabbed ; 
She fwills like a fow, and (he breeds like a rabbit : 
A hou-fe-wift in bed, at table a flattern ; 
For all an example, for no one a pattern. 
Now tell me, fviend Thomas *^, Ford f, Grattan J, ani 

merry Dan ||, 
Has thi% any likend^ to good ro;^danv Sheridan ^ 

♦ Dr. Thomas Sheriilan.- 

t Charles Ford of Woodpark^ Efqr- 

% Reverend Johii (^rattan, 

1. Rej^rcrcitKl Dauicl Jackfon* 
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UPON STEALING A Cl(6WN 

WHEN THB BEAN WAS A^LBBP* 

BY DR. SHERIDAN. 

DEAR Detn, fmcc you in flccpy ^fc 
Have op'd your mouth, and closM your eyes^ 
Like ghoft, I glicfe along your floor. 
And foftly /hut the parlour-<loor : 
For fliould I break your Iwct-: icpofc, 
Wl\o knows what money you might lofc ; 
Since oftentimes it has been found, 
A dream has given ten tlioufand pound ? . • 

Tlicn deep, my friend ; dear dean, flcep on. 
And all you get fhall be your own j 
Provided you to this agree, 
That all you lofc belongs to me. 

THE DEAN'S ANSWER. 

SO, about twelve at night, the punk 
Steals from the cully when he 's drunk ; 
Ner is contented with a treat, 
Without her privilege to cheat. 
Nor can I the Icaft difference find. 
But that you left no clap behind. 
But, jcft apart, rcftore, you capon ye, 
My twelve thirtecns * and fix-pcnce ha'penny. 

* A fliUling paflcth for thirteen pence in Ireland, 

A a 2 T^ 
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To eat my meat, and drink my medlicot. 
And then to fpvt me Cuch a deadly cut — 
But 'tis obferv'dy that men in gownt 
Are moft inclin'd to plunder cro*wns. 
Could you but cbaage a crown as eafy 
As you can fteal one, how 'twould pleafe ye f 
I thought the lady * at St. Catharine's 
Knew how to fet you better patterns ; 
For this I will not dine widi Agmondiiham f , 
And for his viduals let a ragman difli 'em* 

THE STORM; 
MINERVAV? PETITION, 

TJ AL L AS, a goddefs chafte and will, 

^ Defcpnding lately "from the ikies, 

To Neptune went, and begg'd in form 

He 'd give his orders for a ftorm j 

A Aorm, to drown that rafcal Horte, 

And Ihe would kindly thank him for 't : 

A wretch I whom Englifh rogues, to fpite her. 

Had lately ^onour*d with a mitre. 

The god, who favoured her requeft, 
AlTur'd her he would do his beft : 
But Venus had been there before. 
Pleaded the biihop lov'd a whore, 

* Lady Montcafliel. 

t Agmondifliam Vcfey cfq; a very worthy geatk 
man, for whom tlie Dean had a great cAeem. 
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And had cttlarg'd^ her empire wide { ^ 
He ow«^d no deity befide. ,, 

At fea or land, if e'er you found him 
Without a miftrcfs, hang or drown him. 
Since Burnet's death, the bifhop'i bench^ 
Till Horte arrived, ne'er kept a wench ; 
If Horte muft fink, ihe grieves to tell it, 
She '11 not have left one fmgle prelate : 
For, to fay truth, fhe did intend him, 
£le£^ of Cyprus iW cQmmindam, 
And, fince her bmh the ocean gave her» 
She could not doubt her uncle's favour^ , 
Then Proteus urg'd the fame rec^ucft, 
iut half in earned, half in jed |' "^ ^"^ 

Said he — ^ Great fovereign of the main» 
** To drown him, all attempts are taint 
<* Horte can all u me more forms than I| 
" A rake, a bully, pimp, or fpy i 
<< Can creep or run, can fly or fwim> 
« All motions arc alike to him i 
«< Turn lum adrift, and you ihall find 
" rie knows to fail with every wind i 
<< Or, throw him overboard, he '11 tide 
'< As well againfl, as with the tide. 
" But, Pallas, you 've apply'd too late ; 
<• For 'tis decreed, by Jove and Fate, 
" That Ireland muft be foon delVroy'd, 
«* And who but Horte can be employ'd ? 
** You need not then li.ive been fo pert| ^ 

<' In fending Bolton * to Clonfcrt. 

* Afterwards archl^ihop of CaihelL 

A a 3 '^ I found 
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^< I found you did it, by your grinning 5 

«* Your bufinefs is, to mind your fpinning. 

** But how you came to interpofc 

*^ In making bilhops, no one knows : 

•* Or who regarded your report ; 

*' For ncvex were you feen at court. 

<* And if you muft have your petition^ 

** There 's Berkeley * in the fame condition : 

•*' Look, tliere he flands, and 'tis but juft, 

<* If one muft drown, the other muft ; 

** But, if you '11 leave us bifhop Judas, 

^* V/€ '11 give you Berkeley for Bermudas, 

** Now, if 'twill gratify your fpiglu, 

** To put him in a plaguy fright, 

*' Although 'tis hardly worth the cofl, 

** You Toon fhall foe him found ly toft. 

** You '11 find him fwear, blafpheme, and daita 

** ( And every moment take a dram) 

<* His gbaftly vifage with an air 

** Of reprobation and dcfpair : 

** Or elfe feme hiding-hole he feeks, 

^* For fear the reft fhould fay he fcj^ueaks; 

•< Or, as Fitzpatrick f did before, 

** Refolve to perilh witli his whore ; 

** Or elfe he raves, and roars, and fwears, 

" And, but for Ihame, would fay his prayers, 

<* Or, would you fee his fpirits (ink, 

** Relaxing downwards in a ftink ? 

'*' Dr. George Berkeley, dean of Derry, and after* 
wards bifhop of Cloyne. 

t Brigadier Fitzpatrick was drowned in one of the 
packet- boats in the bay of Dublin, in a great ftorm. 

I "If 
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• V 
*< If fuch a logiit ai tliis Can pleafc ye, 

«« Good madam Tallas, pray be eafy, 

*« To Neptune fpeak, and he '11 porifent ; 

** But he '11 come back the knave he went, ' 

The goddefs, who conteiVd an hope. 

That Horte was deftin'd to a rope, 

iBeliev'd it befi: to condelcferid 

To fpare a foe, to fave a'frieftd : 

But, fearing Berkeley might be fcai^d, 

€he left him Virtue for « guard. 

od:e on science. 

.^^H, heavenly-born! in deepeft dells . . 

'^^ If faireft fcien^ ever dwells 

Beneath the rooffy cave^ 
;Indulge the verdure of the woods : 
'With azure beauty gild the ^oods, 

And flowery carpets lave ; . 

IFor melancholy ever reigias' . . 
iDelighted in tlie fylvan fcenes 

With fcientific light ; .; ,^, . ' 

While Dian, huntrefs of the va3«s, , ^ ^ 

♦Seeks lulling founds andfaryj^g gaiety 

Though wrapt frpm mortal fight, 
^et, goddefs, yet rlie way c::pl^r<;. 
With magic rites aciJ heathen lore , 

Obflru6ted' and tiepref^'d : ^ 

Till Wifdom give ike f-icrcd Twinc, • , , 

'^ . . , ► i HI?' . .1 * * 

CUntaught, not unmlpirM, lo il^jne. 

By Rcafon's power redreft'd.' ' ' ^ * 
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WHe» Solon and Lycurgus taught. 
To moralize tke human thought 

Of mad opinion's maze. 
To erring zeal they gave new laws* 
Thy charms, O Liberty, the caufc 

That blends congenial rays. 

Bid bright Aflrasa gild the menu,. 
Or bid a hundred iuns be born. 

To hecatomb the year ; 
Without thy aid, in vain the poles^ 
In vain the zodiac fyflem rolls. 

In vain the lunar iphere. 

Come, faireft princefs of the throngs 
Bring fweet Philofophy along 

In mctaphylic dreams 5 
^ While raptur'd bards no more behold 
A vernal age 0f purer gold 

In Heliconian Areams. 

Drive Thraldom with malignant hand. 
To curfe fome other defHn*d land 

By Folly led aftray : 
Icrne bear on azure wing ; 
Energic let her foar, and dng 

Thy univerfal fwty* 

So, when Ampluon bade the lyre . 
To more majeftic.found afpire. 

Behold the madding throngs 
In wonder and oblivion drownM, 
To fculpture tuin'd by magic found 

And petrifying fang. 

5 CON- 
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